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rtnnce” la com*y^ to fertue** dtd not 
ftvUd Atm, Ht suffeTtd as much as rwxw» 
cauid endure untU reason could endure n9 
more He underwent the e st re mM jr and 
passed throng the narrow door oj conscious 
despair tnio the dreadful liberty tf the tn 
sane and as crvtJtsed man suffers com 
sciously m words (as he thinhs tn words) 
Ccrmper suffered all tksngs in the most 
modem and the pohtest, n * art sometsmeS 
tempted to thmk that atghisenih century 
English was able to heap the more urgent 
rmoimis at arm t length but we bww that 
gnef dud reach to the Irosng centre tf Cow 
pods heart for it finally dostro y a d him 
In the case tf the lines on its mothedt 
picture it u not by this exUnor procf to bt 
found m his history that we know of tie 
pang tn the poem M e ore aware if it tn tht 
lines their moderate and gentle phrase con 
veys it how we ore so touched so mooed 
and so convinced we hardly know But 
through the following changes oJ the lam 
guagt of En^ish poetry — ike real reform thS 
new life the evaggeratson the Teutonism 
tie tatters the destruction the reconstructson 
the violence the defeat — OntpeT^^^Jor 
its mother and for the fast speaks a fongitS 
that no man can at any time wiismterpret^ 
and so doubtless it will be when our Engiisf^ 



js underling phases that zve do not noiv 
foresee 

Co^vpci would doubtless have been con- 
tinuously a bettei poet in an age less well 
satisfied than was his with good common- 
place^ "polished" As it is, we havt 
nothing else throughout his worhs that 
touches the beauty of the poem already 
named and the vigour of the " Boadicea" 
Hire and there, besides, we find a moment 
of original thought and feeling, as when 
he has the courage to look at the hero in 
the light of morals and intellect, and to 
speak of his puny hands Rarely his line 
has a higher nobility — something more than 
the digiity to which he not seldom rises 
as where he names 

“ The unambiguous footsteps of a Cod" 

The poet of this one line might have been 
consistently great The once popular rhe- 
torical passage, beginning " Slaves cannot 
breathe in England", is far less significant 
of Cowpeds peculiar power 

Cowpeds life is the history of a long dis- 
ease That his melancholy settled upon 
religious ^misgiving was the inevitable acci- 
dent, his sorrow chose for herself the deepest 
place, he had all his life a boundless leisure, 
so that there was time for the terrible choice, 

VI 



mxd notitHg to kinder tU But untU tt woi 
^nmlly made mny other anrutr would xetvt 
the turn of ku diteaxt The jirjt atiaek of 
acute msamtr was hrou^t about by ku 
agony «i the prospect of a forvusi appearance 
before the House cf Lords He narrowly 
escaped the aliematcoe cf sutade The are- 
ha^ton of a htite safe journey by stage 
coacX or post with a fnend caused fear and 
distress loo sharp for sleep and so on with 
the other tns%gnifcant tnctdenis tf a skeltered 
life But though ktt melancholta ceased for 
no more than eight happy years after the first 
onihreai and for the rest tf ku Ife did not 
pass wholly away tt u tmposribie to read 
hu delightful leOen and not be assured that 
Camper was often astd often a happy man 
He did not Itsse m the tnconsolabU ^ace tt 
was behind him <flen he dtd not look round 
Human friendship tn ds most devoted most 
mgHant and most telJUss activity was at 
hu service all hu Ufe It could not comfort 
hudespatr but tt made the iniervaJs pleasant, 
made them gay filled hu days with the 
sTveet talk ef ifrs Unwin the sweeter 
laughter tf Lady Heskeih. Hu ghoetiy 
fnend Mr Newton dtd not faster hu fears 
but encouraged hu confidence He laved 
nature and hu hares and hu bitten charmed 
the sense cfpasn ” out of hu wtlltng'heort 
Tfl 



That he cited, not out of hts dtsttess, hut in 
it, IS one oj the facts that darlcn our -vision 
of the history of the past One -voice has 
been raised above the ^ave to ivhich he 
went in desolation — the voice of heavenly 
compassion Elizabeth Barrett Brounung 
divined the secret of his painful lift, ex- 
plained it, shed her tears over his earthly 
destiny, hut saio his rapture in a vision" 

ALICE MEYNELL 
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Cowper’s Poems 




Boadlcea 


iji cmc 

^VhMl the British kiutiot queen 
Bleeding from the Romao rod* 
StnJght, with an indignant mien. 
Counsel of her country** gods 

Sago beneath the fpreadlng oolt 
Sat the Druid honry chief 
Erery burning word he epoke 
Full of rage, and full of gneL 

Princess If our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy malchle** wrongj 
*T Is because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

Romo shall perish— write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt 
Pensh hopeless and obhorr’d 
Deep In ruin a* In guilt. 

Rome for empire far renown d 
Tramples on a tltousand states 
Soon her pride shall kiss the ground — 
Hark I the Gaul is at her gnteal 



BOADTCEA 


“ Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier’s name, 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame 

“Then the progeny that spnngs 
From the forests of our land. 

Arm’d with thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider world command 

“Regions Caesar never knew 
Thy posterity shall sway, 

Where his eagles never flew. 

None invincible as they ” 

Such the bard’s prophetic words, 
Pregnant with celestial fire. 

Bending as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre 

She, with all a monarch’s pnde. 

Felt them in her bosom glow 
Rush’d to battle, fought, and died. 
Dying, hurl’d them at the foe 

“Ruffians, pitiless as proud. 

Heaven Awards the vengeance due, 
Empire is on us bestow’d. 

Shame and ruin w'ait for you ” 
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On the Receipt 
of my Mothers ^ 
Picture out of 
Norfolk 


TU ODT er KT omoc, 

AJOi 


Ob that tfaoae Upt bad Life 

baa pats d 

With me but roughlj iloce 1 heani thee 
last. 

Tb<**e lipt are thine — thy own rweet amile 
1 tee, 

The tame that oft in childhood aolaced me; 
Voice only fall*, eUe bow diatioct they tay 
GHere not my child chose ail thy fears 
awayl" 

The meek latelllgence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the art that can immortalixa 
The art that baffles Time a tyrannic claim 
To quench It) here shines on me sdH the 
same. 

Faithful remembrancer of one so dear 
O welcome guest though unexpected here) 
5 



ON THE RECEIPT 


Wlio bidst me honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long 
I will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own 
And, while that face renews my filial gnef. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my re- 
lief, , , 

Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art she 
My mother 1 when I learn’d that thou 
wast dead. 

Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I 
shed? 

Hover’d thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 
Wretch even then, life’s journey just 
begpin? 111 

Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, 
a kiss , ' 

Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 
Ah, that maternal' s/fiiile! it answers— 
“ Yes ” 

I heard the bell toll’d on thy'bunal day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away. 
And, turning from my nursery window, 
drew ' ' 

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu 1 
Blit was it such? — It was — Where thou 
art gone 

Adieus and firewells are a ' sound un- 
known ' ' 
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OF MY MOTHER S PICTURE 


May I but rteet tbeo on that peaceful 
shCFTB, 

The parting Tcords ihot] pasi my lipi no 
morel 

Thy maidoos, grieved themselve* at my 
coDcem 

Oft gave me proenlae of thy quick returm 
What ardently 1 wiahd 1 long believed 
And disappointed ctiU sraa itill decei\ed 
By e xp e cta tion e^'efy day beguiled. 

Dupe of to-morrow e\'en from a chikL 
Thus many a sad to-montiw came and 
ueot 

Tin all my stock of infant sorrovr spent 
I learn d at last submlstioo to my lot 
But, though I leas deplored thee Deer 
forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is beard 
no more 

Children not tiune have trod my nursery 
floor 

And where the gardener Robin day by 
day 

Drew me to school along the pubhc way 
Delighted with my bauble coaxi and 
wrappd 

In acariet mantle warm, and veir'et capp d 
TIs now become a history little known 
That ooce we call d the pastoral bouse our 
own. 

7 



ox THU RECEIPT 


Short-lived possession* But the record 
fair, 

That memory keeps of .ill thy kindness 
there, 

Still outlives many a storm, that has 
effaced 

A thousand other themes less deeply 
traced 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made. 
That thou mightst know me safe and 
warmly laid. 

Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 
The biscuit, or confectionarj' plum. 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks be- 
stow’d 

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone 
and glow’d 

All this, and more endeanng still than all, 
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no 
fall, 

Ne’er roughen’d by those cataracts and 
breaks, 

That humour interposed too often makes. 
All this still legible in memory’s page. 
And still to be so to ni} latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may. 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scorn’d in heaven, though little 
noticed here 
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OF MY MOTUEh S PICTURE 


CouW TInw hii flight rever»ed, rettore 
th« houn 

When playing with thy venture e tlseued 
flowers 

The vicJet the jrfak, and Je»*mino, 

I pnckd them into paper with a pm 
(And thou wait happier than myself the 
while, 

Wouldft ftoflly speak, and stroke my head 
and smile) 

Could those few pleasant daja again ap* 
pear 

Might one wish bnng them would I wish 
them here? 

1 would not trust my heart— the dear 
delight 

Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might — 
But no— what here we our life is such. 

So nttle to be loved and thou so much 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Tby unbound spu-It into bonds again. 

Thou as a gallant bark from Albion ■ 
coast 

(Tbe storms all weather’d and tbo ocean 
cross d) 

Shoots Into port at some well haven d isle. 
Where spices breathe, and brighter sea 
sons smile, 

Thcfe sits quiescent on the floods that show 
Her beauteous fonp reflected dear below 
9 



ON THE RECEIPT 


While airs impregnated with incense play 

Around her, fanning light her streamers 

gay, 

So thou, with sails how su ift * hast reach’d 
the shore, 

“Where tempests never beat nor bilIo\\s 
roar”. 

And thy loved consort on the dangerous 
tide 

Of life long since has anchor’d by thj 
iside 

But me, scarce hoping to attain that 
rest, 

Always from port withheld, alwa^s dis- 
tress’d — 

Me howling blasts drive devious, ten■^pest- 
toss’d, 

Sails npp’d, seams opening wide, and com- 
pass lost, 

And day by day some current’s thwarting 
force 

Sets me more distant from a prosperous 
course 

Yet, Oh, the thought that thou art safe, 
and he ! 

That thought is joy, arrive what may to 
me 

My boast is not that I deduce my birth 

From loins enthroned, and rulers of the 
earth , 

lO 



OF MY MOTHER S PICTURE 


But higher fiu’ my proud preteniions 

The ton of pcrentB potsd into the skies! 
And now farewell — Time unrevokod has 



By contemplation a help h«it -sotight In 
Tain 


I aeem to have lived my childhood oer 
again 

To have renew’d the joy* that once were 
mine, 

Without the tin of \-lolatiag thine 
And while the wmg* of fancy stall are 
I free, 

And I can view this mimic show of thee 
Time has but half succeeded In his theft — 
Thyself removed thy power to soothe me 
left 



Lines Composed 

for a Memorial ^ ^ 

of Ashley Cowper, 

Esq, 

IMMCDIATCUY AKTEII HIS 
UEATII, 1788 


Farewell! endued with all that could en- 
gage 

All hearts to lo\e thee, both in joulh and 
age! 

In prune of life, for sprightlincss en- 
roll’d 

Among the ga}, jet virtuous as the 
old, 

In life’s last stage, (oh blessings rarclj' 
found !) 

Pleasant as j'outh witli all its blossoms 
crown’d. 

Through every period of this changeful 
stale 

Unchanged thj self— wise, good, affection- 



ASHLE^ COM PER ESQ 


Marble may and lest thji tbouJd 

*e«n 

O ercbarged with praise* on so dear a 
theme, 

Although thy worth bo more than half 
suppreat — 

Love tbtll be satisfied, and veil the rest 



Epitaph on Dr. 
Johnson 




JAJ. I7S5 


Here Johnson Iips — a sago. b% all illow ri, 
Whom to ha\c bred m uell m ik* 
nngland proud, 

Whose prose u.is eloquence, b} Wisdom 
taught, 

The graceful vehicle of virtuous tliought, 
WHiose verse maj claim — grave, mascu- 
line, and strong — 

Supenor pr use to the mere poet’s song, 
WHio man} a noble gift from lieavcn 
possess’d, 

And faith at last, alone worth all the rest 
O man, immortal b} a double pri/c, 

Bv f.ime on earth — by glory in the skies ' 
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To Mary _ ^ 

(Mrs. Unvrin) 

Atrn)» OF m 

TTie tflrerttieih year U well nigh pest 
Since first our sky w** ov'enaut 
Ahl would (hat this might be the UstI 

My Mary! 


Thy splnU ha%"« a fiJnter fiow 
1 tee thee dally weaker grow— 

Twas my dlstiess that brought thee low 
My Maryl 

Tby needles once a shlniog (rtorc. 

For my sake restless heretofore 
Now rust disused and shine oo more 

My Mary! 

For thoi;igh lliou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind ojBcp for me stUl 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will 

My Msrv' 
»5 



TO MATY 


But \\ell thou plaj’dst the houseuife’s 
part, 

And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themsehes about this heart, 

My Mar}'’ 


Thy indistinct expressions seem 

Like language utter'd in a dream 

Yet me they charm, uhatecr the theme, 

i'\I> Marj ' 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 

Arc still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mar) ' 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I sec'-' 
The sun would rise m vain for me. 

My Mai} ’ 


Partakers of thy sad decline, * 

Thy hands their little force resign. 

Yet gently press’d, press gentl) mine. 

My Mai) ’ 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provcsl, 
That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two, }et still thou lovest, 

My Mar\ ' 

i6 



TO MARY 


And stUl to loN*e thoiigh prewd ^rlth UJ 
In wintry to feel oo chill 
With me 15 to be lovely rtfll. 

My Maryl 

But abt by constant hoed I know 
How oft the sadness that | show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblaoce of the post. 

Thy worn-out heart will break at hurt 

My Mary) 



The Castaway ^ 

TIARCH 20 , 1799 


Obscurest night in\olved the sk}', 

The Atlantic billows roar’d, 

When such a destined wretch as I, 
Wash’d headlong from on board, 

Of fnends, of hope, of all bereft, 

His floating home for e\er left 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Nor ever ship left Albion’s coast 
With warmer wnshes sent 
He loved them both, but both in vain, 
Nor him beheld, nor her again 

Not long beneath the w'helming brine, 
Expert to swim, he lay. 

Nor soon he felt his strength decline. 
Or courage die away 
But w'aged vnth death a lasting stnfe, 
Supported by despair of life 
18 



TnB\ CASTA WAV 


He vhouted aor hli fnends had fkH d 
To check the vessel s coirrsc 
But so the fhrkjus blast prevail 
That, pitiless p erforce . 

They left tb^ outcast mate behind. 
And toidded stlK before the wind. 

Some succour >■« they could afford 
And, such as storms allow 
The cask, the coop the floated cord 
D^y^d oot to bestow 
But be they knew nor ship oor short 
\Vhste er they gave should visit more. 

Kor cruel as it seemd, could he 
Tbelr haste himself condemn 
Aworo that flight. In such a sea 
Akme couW rescue them 
Yet letter felt It still to die 
D eser ted and hu friends so nigh. 

He long s urvi ves who lives an hour 
In ocean self>upbeld 
And so long he, with unspent power 
His destiny repell d 
And ever as the nunutee flew 
Entreated help or cned — Adieu 1" 

At length his transient respite past 
His comrades who before 



'JITE CASTAWAY 


Had heard his voice in ever} blast, 
Could catch the sound no more 
For then, b} toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wa\e, and then he sank 

No poet wept him, but the page 
Of narr.itive sincere. 

That tells his name, his worth, his age, 
Is wet with Anson’s tear 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead 

I therefore purpose not, or dream, 
Descanting on his fate. 

To give the melancholy theme 
A more enduring date 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another’s case 

No voice divine the stonu allay’d, 

No light propitious shone. 

When, snatch’d from all effectual aid. 
We perish’d, each alone 
But I beneath a rougher sea, 

A.nd whelm’d in deeper gulfs than he 



To Sir Joshua 
Reynolds 


Dear P re el dent wbote art tubllcM 
Gt\‘es perpetuhy to time. 

And bldj traxisactloas of a day 
That fleetuig hour* would wait away 
To dark futurit) turvira 
And io unfading beauty Int — 

\ou cannot with a grace decline 
A epedal mandate of the Nine— 
"Vouradf whatever tiuk j*ou choo»e 
So modi indebted to the Mine. 

Thu* «ay the ristiyhood — We come — 
Fix wen your palette on your thumb 
Prepare the pencil nnd the tint* — 

We come to furnish you with hints. 
French dvsappolntmeat, Bntuh glory 
Must be the subject of the story 

First strike a curve, n graceful bow 
Then slope It to a point bekrw' 

^our outline easy airy light 
FilTd up, becomes a paper lote. 

Let Independence sanguine, horrid 
Blare blw a meteor In the forcbeed 



TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS 


Beneath (but lay aside jour graces) 
Draw si\-and-t\\ enlj' rueful faces, 

Each with a staring, stedfast ejc, 

Fiv’d on his great and good allj 
France flies the kite — ’tis on the ^Mng — 
Britannia’s lightning cuts the stnng 
The wind that raised it, ere it ceases, 
Just rends it into thirteen pieces, 

Takes charge of everj' fluttering sheet. 
And lays them all at George’s feet 
Iberia, trembling from afar. 

Renounces the confederate w'ar 
Her efforts and her arts o’ercome, 

France calls her shatter’d navies home 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties she has torn, 
Astonishment and awe profound 
Are stamp’d upon the nations round 
Without one friend, above all foes, 
Britannia gives the w^orld repose 



Epitaph on 

Mrs. M ^HiggiaSr ^ ^ 

of Weiton 


L^urelt may floumh round tho conqa«ror’f 
tomb 

But happiest they who win the world to 
come 

Believers have a dleot field to fight. 

And their exploits are veil d from bmnan 
sight 

They la sortw aook, where little known 
they dwell. 

Kneel pmy In &Itb, and rout the hosts 
of beU 

Eternal triumphs cro w n their tolls dMne, 

And all those triumphs, Mary now are 
thme 



Lines on the 

Death of JD jy 

Sir William Russel 

Doom’d av I am «n solituck to u iMt 
lilt, ptfsinl nionunts, and ni'nl tin past, 
Deprn'd of t\tn jo} I \aliud most 
Mj frand lorn fron) na, and nt\ mistn n 
lost , 

Call not this f'ioom ! wtir, tins anxious 
mien, 

The dull tfhcl of humour, or of spken* 
Still, sldl I mourn, uilh t vdt rtturmnu 
dnj, 

Hun sn Itched b\ fate in earh }OUih au i\ , 
And her — thro’ tedious jt irs of doubt .md 
pain, 

Fix’d in her choice, and faithful — but in 
\ain ' 

O prone to pil\, f^eiurous, and sincere, 
Wliosc eye ne’er }cl refus’d the u retch 
a tear, 

Whose heart the real claim of friendship 
know s 

Nor thinks a lover’s arc but fancied woes, 
34 



SfJ! WILUAM RUSSEL 


See me — ere yet my de«tmd ctHJr»e half 
done, 

Cast forth a vand mr on a world un- 
known I 

See me n^iected on the world s rude coast. 

Each dear compankn of Vny voyage l6st 1 

Nor ask why douds of sorrow shade m} 
brow 

And ready tears wait only leave to flow! 

Why an that soothes a heart from an^msh 
free 

All that ddightB the happy — pahs with mel 


■S 



To Mrs. Unwin ^ 




MAY, 1793 


Man'! I want a lyre with other strings, 
Such aid from hea\en as some ha\e 
feign’d thej drew, 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, 
new 

And undebased by praise of meaner things, 
That, ere through age or woe I shed mj 
wings, 

I may record thv orth \\ ith honour due, 
In verse as musical as thou art true, 
And that immortalizes whom it sings 
But thou hast little need There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of hea\enly 
light, 

On which the eyes of God not rarelj look, 
A chronicle of actions just and bright, 
There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, 
shine, 

And, since thou owm’st that praise, I spare 
thee mine 
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Truth 




THE AS0UMEMT 

potKtk of oao t k*tti i» dcUja(ik»— One* Uub 
dw tigta y» y— la dbvcclea dofind — Tba totfo i i flSriomi 
Pl)*TiK» curujaipl wkk tb« paacooi— Tb« cs» 

parvd vkb tki niiai h ii Pr*rT*i kAaed di y — 

— Ptm« of i nrt t nfc' atw (nde^Plctan of icfatt 
>-rni«de«> of Ckrkdu — Eaportmaca ti acniTM. Bha- 

tralad by tbo eo*d«ct of tvo Mnrnm— Tb* ramflor arm 
Ctiae by Cora Hk*»«d t» lb* rinor drMdaf tb« t«» 
of dw AUebey— Dvafonoi asu of tboa* *bo tn 
|vt b dab owo eneoii— 'Tbo bat Bocuta of da bfidd 
^CoRtot of da tfior oMt bn l<£ o» hn t cstafo— Tb« rU\ 
tW wbc. bkI (la fren. Mflra tfa* enaa of *bmc 
boaTM—PoToty da bad nO for rtfifica— Wbx au 
nally ia, ood wlai ta kb 9va ataaa^tT bafiof eftxa 
Undoatn b nfcUo—Sglp m 'o (k* caly cn« of *«• — 
Pddo tbo laafcia bbM hoacOo to tmb — Dnftr of rij j fala f 
tka acrey oCtrol by tba Otafiel — Sot tha T inu i an 
kaalketi rnroMindutmbyCodoo Sfaai— TkaJadfiMSt 
day— Plea of Iba baBarar 

r«iia«aT Ii iatpii- — Hoa^ EK fl. Ifk 


Man, on the dubiou* wave* of enxir ton'd, 
Hla tldp half founder'd and hU compan 
lost, 

Sees far as human optics majr command, 
A aleepmg fog add faodea It dry land 
*7 



TRUTH 


Spreads all his canvas, c\erj sincu plies, 
Pauls for it, aims at, enters it, and dies! 
Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes. 
His w’ell-built systems, philosophic dreams, 
Deceitful view’s of future bliss, farewell ' 
He reads his sentence at the flames of hell 
Hard lot of man — to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and jet lose it' Wherefore 
hard? 

He that w'ould wan the race must guide 
his horse 

Obedient to the customs of the course, 
Else, though unequall’d to the goal he 
flies, 

A meaner than himself shall gam the 
prize 

Grace leads the nght w’aj’ if you choose 
the w’rong, 

Take it and pensh, but restrain ' j our 
tongue , 

Charge not, with light sufficient and left 
free. 

Your walful suicide on God’s decree 

Oh how unlike tlie complex w’orks of 
man, 

Heaven'’s easy, artless, unencumber’d plan! 
No meretncious graces to beguile, 

No clustering ornaments to clog the pile, 
From ostentation, as from w’cakness, free. 
It stands like the cerulean arch we see, 
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Majectlc in its own dnapUcity 
Inscribed above the portal from afar 
Conspicuous es the brightness of a star 
Legible only by the light they give. 

Stand the soul-quickeiiing words — beuev*, 

AJfD LTVK. 

Too many shock’d at what should charm 
them most 

Despise the plain direction and are losh 
Heaven on such terms I (they cry with 
proud disdain) 

Incr^ble nnpoesible and vain I — 

Rebel because \ is easy to obey 
And scorn for its own sake, the gmaoui 
way 

These are the sober in whose cooler 
brams 

Some thought of immortality raiuiinj 
The rest too busy or too gay to wart 
On the tad theme, their everlasting state. 
Sport for a day and pensh in a night 
The foam ujxm the waters not so light 
Who judg^ the Pharisee? What odious 
cause 

Exposed him to the vengeance of the laws? 
Had ho seduced a virgin wrong d a friend. 
Or stahh d a man to serve some private 
end? 

Was blasphemy his sin? Or did he stray 
From the strict dnbes of the sacred dnj ? 
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Sit long and late at tlie carousing board? 
(Such were the sms with which he charged 
his Lord ) 

No — the man’s morals were exact What 
then’ 

’T was his ambition to be seen of men, 
His virtues were his pnde, and tliat one 
vice 

Made all his virtues gewgaws of no pnce , 
He wore them as fine trappings for a 
show, 

A praying, synagogue-frequenting beau 
The self-applauding bird, the peacock, 
see — 

Mark what a sumptuous phansee is he' 
Mendian sunbeams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold 
He treads as if, some solemn music near, 
His measur’d step were govern’d by his 
ear. 

And seems to say — “ Ye meaner fowl, give 
place , 

I am all splendour, dignity, and grace'” 
Not so the pheasant on his charms pre- 
sumes, 

Though he, too, has a glory in lus plumes 
He, Chnstian like, retreats with modest 
mien 

To the close copse or far sequester’d green, 
And shines without desiring to be seen 
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The plea of irorks aa aiTOgant and vala, 
Hea\'en tumj from with abhorrence and 
dltdaJn 

Not more affronted by avow’d neglect, 
Than by tbe mere disaemUer’c fdgn d 
reapect- 

^Vhat \t all nghteoutneai that men devise? 
'What — but a torcbd bargain for the skies? 
But Chnit as soon would abdicate HiS 

As stoop from heaven to sell the proud 
a throoe. 

Yon andent prude whose wither’d fea 
tures show 

She ndght bo young some forty jeais 

Her elbows pinioned dose upon her hips. 
Her bead erect, her fan upon her bps 
Her eyebrows arch d, her eyes both gone 
astray 

To watch yon amorous couple m their 
play 

M\lth bony and unkcrducTd neck defies 
Tbe rude Indemency of mintiy skies, 

And sails with lappet bead and minang 
airs 

Duly at dink of bell to monung prayers. 
To thrift and parsimony much inclined 
She j-et allows herself that boy behind 
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The shnenngf urchin, bcnduij^ .is he goes, 
With slipshod heels and dewdrop at his 
nose. 

His predecessor’s coat ad\anccd to ucar. 
Which future pages jet arc doom’d to share, 
Carnes her Bible tuck’d beneath his arm, 
And hides his hands to keep his fingers 
warm 

She, half an angel in her own account, 
Doubts not hereafter with the saints to 
mount, 

Though not a grace appears on strictest 
search. 

But that she fasts, and iteiUy goes to 
church 

Conscious of age, she recollects her j’outh, 
And tells, not alwaj>^s w ith an ej e to truth, 
Who spann’d her w^aist, and w’ho, w here’er 
he came. 

Scrawl’d upon glass Miss Bridget’s lo\el} 
name. 

Who stole her slipper, fill’d it wnth tokaj'. 
And drank the little bumper everj' daj' 

Of temper as envenom’d as an asp, 
Censorious, and her every word a w^asp. 
In faithful memory she records the crimes. 
Or real, or fictitious, of tlie times, 
Laughs at die reputations she has torn, 
And holds them dangling at arm’s length 
in scorn * 
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Such are the frulU of tanrtlmonloui 
pndc 

Of malico fed while flesh Is mortJfied 

Take Madam tho reward ol oJl your 
p ra y er i 

Wbero bermiti and where Brahmui* meet 
with tHelrs 

Your portion u with them. Nay ne\ta- 
frown 

Bat if you please some fathoms lower 
down. 

Artist attend— *your brushes and your 
pauit— 

Prodace them— take a chair— dow draw 
a aaJat 

Oh sorrowful and sadl the streamlnff 
tears 

Channel her cheeks— n Nlobo appears I 

If this a saint? Throw tints and all 
away— 

True pletj Is cheerful os the da) 

Win weep Indeed and bea\e a pilymil 
prcKMi 

For others woes but snuks upon her 
own. 

What purpose has the of taints 

in view? 

Why fhni the Rospel like a gmooui dew ? 

To call up plenty from the teeming earth 

Or curse tite desert aith a tenfold dearth? 

(Bifio) l> 
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Is it that Adam’s ofTspnng may be saved 
From servile fear, or be the more enslaved? 
To loose the links that gall’d mankind 
before, 

Or bind them faster on, and add still more’ 
The free-born Christian has no chains to 
prove. 

Or, if a chain, the golden one of love 
No fear attends to quench his glowing 
fires. 

What fear he feels his gratitude inspires 
Shall he, for such deliverance freelj 
wrought. 

Recompense ill? He trembles at the 
thought 

His master’s interest and his own com- 
bined 

Prompt every movement of his heart and 
mind 

Thought, word, and deed his liberty 
evince. 

His freedom is the freedom of a prince 
Man’s obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prove that he perceives 
their force, 

His utmost he can render is but small — 
The principle and motive all in all 
You have two servants — Tom, an arch, 
sly rogue, 

From top to toe the Geta now in vogue, 
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Genteel in ficurc ciujr In address 
Moves witboQt noise, and swill os an ex 
press, 

Reports a meisa^ with a pleasing grace 
Expert In all tt>e d ities of his place 
Say on SI hat does hU obedience 

move? N5 

Has he a world of gratitude and lo\a? 

No not a spark — *tls all mere sharpers 
pUy 

He likes your house your housemaid and 
your par 

Reduce his wages or got nd of her 
Tom quits you with — Vour most 
obedient sir " 

The dinner served Charles takes hli 
usual stand 

Watches your eye anticipates command 
Sighs, if perhaps your appetite should (all 
And If he but fUspecU a IVown turns pale 
Consults all day >'Our interest and your 
ease 

Rlchlr rem-arded if he can but please 
And proud to moke his Bim attachment 
known 

To save your fife axiuld nobly nik his oam. 

Now which stands highest in your 
senoia thought? 

Charles without doubt say you — and so 
he ought 
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One act, that from a thankful heart pro- 
ceeds, 

Excels ten thousand mercenary' deeds 

Thus Heaven approves as honest and 
sincere 

The work of generous love and filial fear. 

But with averted eyes the omniscient 
Judge 

Scorns the base hireling and tlie slavish 
drudge 

Where dwell these matchless saints’ old 
Cuno cnes 

E’en at your side, sir, and before your 
eyes. 

The favour’d few — the enthusiasts you 
despise. 

And, pleased at heart because on holy 
ground 

Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found. 

Reproach a people with his single fall, 

And cast his filthy raiment at them all 

Attend' an apt similitude shall show 

Whence springs the conduct that offends 
you so 

See where it smokes along tlie sounding 
plain. 

Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing 
rain. 

Peal upon peal redoubling all around, 

Shakes it again and faster to the ground, 
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Now fla»hjnfr m4de novr glandnff ai m 
plaj- 

Swift beyond thooght the llgiitmngi dart 
away 

Ere yet It came the traveller urged hii 
tteed 

And hurried but wfth unou ccejifii l speed 
J^ow drench d throughout oimI hopeless 
of hts case, 

Ho drops ibe rein, and leaves him to hia 
pace. 

Suppose unlookd for m a scene so rude 
Long hid by Interposing hill or wood 
Some maoitoo neat and elegantly dress d 
Dy tome kind hospitable heart possess’d 
Offer him warmth security and rest 
Think With what pleasure, safe, and at 
his ease 

He heart the tempest howling in the trees 
^Vhat glowiog thanks his bps and heart 
employ 

^Vh^le danger past is turn d to present Joy 
So fares it w4th the sinner when be feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at hts heels 
Hts consaence like a glassy lake before. 
Lash d Into foaming wai-ee, begins to roar 
The law grown clamorous, though sUectt 
long 

Arraigns hhn charges him with everr 
wrong — 
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Asserts the right of his offended Lord, 
And death, or restitution, is the \\ord 
The last impossible, he fears the first. 
And, having well deser\ed, expects the 
worst 

Then welcome refuge and a peaceful 
home, 

Oh for a shelter from the \\ rath to come ' 
Crush me, ye rocks , ye falling mountains, 
hide. 

Or bur)’ me m ocean’s angr)’ tidel — 

The scrutiny of those all-seeing e)es 
I dare not — “And )OU need not,” God 
replies, 

“The remedy you want I freel) gi\e. 

The Book shall teach you — read, believe, 
and live!” 

’T IS done — the raging storm is heard no 
more, 

Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore 
And Justice, guardian of the dread com- 
mand. 

Drops the red vengeance from his \\ilhng 
hand 

A soul redeem’d demands a life of praise, 
Hence the complexion of his future da)s, 
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck’d. 
And the world’s hatred, as its sure effect 
Some lead a life unblameable and just, 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust 
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They nr'.TT iln— or If (as aJl offend) 

Some trivial sCps their daily walk attend 
The poor are near at hand the chai^ Is 
tmatl 

A slight gratuity alooea for oil 

The future shall obliterate the past 
And heaven no doubt, shall be their home 
at last. 

Come then — a still small whisper in 
jour eai — 

He has no hope who no-er had a fear 
And he that never doubted of his state 
He may perhaps— perhaps be may— >too laic. 

The path to bfisa abounds with manj 
a snare 

Leammg is ooe and wh, however rare. 
The /renchman first In hterarj £smc 
(Mention him If j-ou please. Voltaire? — 
The same.) 

With spirit, genius eloquence supplied. 
Lived long wrote much bughd hettrtn\ 
and died 

The Scripture was bis jest book whence 
he drew 

Bon-^ois to gnll the Christum and the 
Jew 

An infidel In health but what when sl^? 
Oh — then a text would touch him at the 
qmck. 
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View him at Pans in hts l.isl career’ 
Surrounding; throngs the demigod revere, 
Exalted on his pedestal of pride, 

And fumed uilh frankincense on ever} side, 
He begs their flatter} with his latest 
breath, 

And, smother’d in ’t at last, is praised to 
death 

Yon cottager, who wea\cs at her own 
door, 

Pillow and bobbins all her little store. 
Content though mean, and cheerful if not 

sray, 

Shuffling her threads about the Inelong 
day. 

Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket 
light , 

She, for her humble sphere by nature fit, 
Has little understanding, and no wit. 
Receives no praise, but, though her lot 
be such, 

(Toilsome and indigent,) she renders much. 
Just know's, and knows no more, her 
Bible true — 

A truth the brilliant Frenchman ne\ cr 
knew , 

And in that charter reads, wath sparkling 
eyes. 

Her title to a treasure in the skies 
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Oh happ}’ pcoiant 1 Oh unhapp) bnrd! 
HU the mmi tinsel her* Ihp rich rrm-nrd 
He praised perhaps for >tl to come 
She ne%Tr heard of half a mile from home 
He lost m errors, hi* rain heart prefers 
She safe In the slmpHaty of hers 
Not many *i*e nch noble or profound 
In science r,ln ono Inch of hentenl) 
pnnjfvd. 

And Ii It not a mortlf>-ln|; ihou);lit 
Tile poor shoak] It and the ndi 

should fKX? 

So -the roluptuarie* also neer forj*ei 
One pleasure lost lose heaven srithoul 
repTt 

Rejfret scouJd rouse them and five birth 
(0 prayer 

Pni)Tr would add faith and Cutb tvoold 
fix them there. 

Not that the Formrr of ui oil In Ihli 
Or QURht Ho does I* Ko\Trn d by caprice 
The vupposition Is replete wTth vln 
And bora the brand of blasphemy burnt 
In. 

Not so— the illrcr trumpet • hea^-enly cnli 
Sounds for t]»e poor but sounds alike for 
all 

Kinf^ ore Invited nnd would klnjpi obey 
No slave* on eartli more svelcome were 
than they; 
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But rO}aU\, nobiliU, and st iti , 

An* such .1 dtad prcpondcmtinj^ wci;:,fht, 
That endless bliss, (how strange soe'er it 
seem,) 

In counterpoise, fljs up and kicks the 
beam 

’Tis open, and \c c innot enter — win ■' 
Because \e will not, Conjers would reph — 
And he sajs much that m.in) ma) dispute 
And ca\il at with c.ise, but none relute 
Oh, bless’d efiect of penur} .md want, 
The seed sown there, how \igorous is the 
plant ' 

No soil like povertj for growth di\ine, 

As leanest land supplies the nehest wine 
Earth gi\cs too little, giving onlj bread, 
To nourish pnde, or turn the weakest head 
To them the sounding jargon of the 
schools 

Seems w’hat it is — a cap and bells for fools 
The light the} walk b}, kindled from 
above, 

Shows them the shortest wa} to life and 
love 

They, strangers to the contro\ ersial field, 
Where deists, alwa}S foil’d, }et scorn to 
}ield, 

And never check’d b} what impedes tlie 
wase, 

Believe, rush forward, and possess the pnze 
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£!!%■> ye prea* iho <lun ufiJeitcr*d tmAll 
\e haN-e much cau»e forcmy— but not all 
We boajt »ome nch one* whom the Goipel 
•way* 

And one who wear* a cotonrt and pra)** 
LDte gleaning of on olt\‘e-trte they *ho» 
Here aiwd there one upon the topmoil 
bough. 

How readily upon the Cofpel plan 
That qucitlon hai* It* •nmer— Wmt It 
man? 

Sinful and weak in exTry >en*e n WTetcIi 
An Instrument who*e cord*, upon the 
•1 retch 

And Unun d to the last tem that he can 
bear 

■STeM cenly discord In hi* NJakrr • ear 
Once the blest residence of troth divine 
Gloriotu a* Solymas Interior shnne 
Where, In his oirn oracular abode 
Dwelt rislbly the DghKirahng God; 

Out made long since like Oabylon of old 
A dm of mUchlefi nerer to be told 
And she once mUtress of the realms around. 
Now Katlcr’d wMe ond nowhere to be 
found 

As »ooo shall rise and reascend the throne 
By native power and energy her own 
As nature at her own pcculLor cost. 
Restore to man the glories he has tost. 
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Go — bid the winter cease to chill the year, 
Replace the wandering comet in his sphere, 
Then boast (but \\'ait for that unhoped for 
hour) 

The self-restonng arm of human power 
But what IS man in his own proud esteem’ 
Hear him — himself the poet and the theme 
A monarch clothed with majestj and awe, 
His mind his kingdom, and his will his 
law, 

Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes, 
Supreme on earth, and worth} of the skies. 
Strength in his heart, dominion in his 
nod. 

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God ' 
So sings he, charm’d with his own mind 
and form. 

The song magnificent — the theme a worm ! 
Himself so much the source of his delight, 
His Maker has no beauty in his sight 
See where he sits, contemplatn e and fix’d. 
Pleasure and wonder in his features mix’d, 
His passions tamed and all at his control, 
How perfect the composure of his soul ! 
Complacency has breathed a gentle gale 
O’er all his thoughts, and sw'ell’d his easy 
sail 

His books well trimm’d and in the gayest 
style. 

Like regimental coxcombs, rank and file, 
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Adom hif a» wrll 

And teach him notion* splendid ns them* 
selrc*: 

The Bible only stand* nejjieclfd there 
Thm/ph that of all moil worthy of hi* 
care 

And nice an InCant tfOoWe^ome awake 
If left to sleep Cor peace and cpilet sake 
WTiat shaJI the mao deserve of haman- 
kind, 

^\*ho*e happy skill and Industry combined 
Shall prove (what arpiment could ne%cr 

The Bible an imposture and a cheat? 

“nie pfibe* of the nbertlnc profess d 
The worst of men and curses ol the besu 
UTtena should the RsHiifr uecplnj: ocr hi* 
woe* 

The dying trembling at the nwful dose 
\\'hcre the betraj d forsaken and op* 
pressd 

Tl>e thousands »hom (he world forbids to 
rest 

UTiere should they find (those comforts at 
an end 

The Scripture yields ) or hope to find a 
friend? 

Sorrow might muse herself to madness 
then 

And *«eklng exile from the sight of men 
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Bury herself in solitude profound, 

Grow frantic with her pang’s, and bite the 
ground 

Thus often Unbelief, grown sick of life. 
Flies to tlie tempting pool, or felon knife 
The jury meet, the coroner is short. 

And lunacy the verdict of the court. 
Reverse the sentence, let the truth be 
known, 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone. 

They knew not, what some bishops may 
not know, 

That Scripture is the only cure of woe 
That field of promise, how^ it flings abroad 
Its odour o’er the Christian’s thorny road 1 
The soul, reposing on assured relief, 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief. 
Forgets her labour as she toils along, 
Weeps tears ot joy, and bursts into a song 
But the same w'ord, that, like the polish’d 
share. 

Ploughs up the roots of a believer’s care. 
Kills too the flowery weeds, w'here’er they 
grow, 

That bind the sinner’s bacchanalian brow 
Oh, that unwelcome voice of heavenly lov e. 
Sad messenger of mercy from above' 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 
Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of 
fear ' 
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His will and Judf^manl at continual slrifr 
That aril war emWlttr* all hjs hfc 
In \-a3n he pants hla po^fr* agnlrat the 
bkks 

In vain he closes or as-efia his eyes. 

Truth wlD Intrude — she Wds him yet 
beware 

And shakes the sceptic In the scoroer s 
chair 

Thouph rarkMU foes the Truth 

comWne 

Pride above all opposes her 
Pride of a growth superior to the rest 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest 
Swells at the thouf^ht and klndring into 
rafr«t 

Uould hiss the cherub Mercy from the 
slafrc 

And Is (he soul Indeed so lost?— the 
cnes, 

Fallen from her Rlory and too weak to 
rise? 

Torpid and dull beneath a frorm rone 
Has she no spark (hat may be deemd Itrr 
own? 

Grant her Indebted (o what zealots call 
Grace undeserved yet surely not for nil I 
Some beams of rectitude she yet displays 
Some lore of virtue and some potver to 
praise] 
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Can lift herself above corporeal things, 
And, soaring on her own unborrow’d 
wings, 

Possess herself of all that’s good or true, 
Assert the skies, and vindicate her due 
Past indiscretion is a venial crime, 

And if the youth, unmellow’d j'et by time, 
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and 
rude. 

Fruits of a blighted size, austere and 
crude, 

Maturer years shall happier stores produce. 
And meliorate the well-concocted juice 
Then, conscious of her mentonous zeal. 
To Justice she may make her bold appeal, 
And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind, 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and 
defied. 

Retorts the affront against the cro>;\n of 
pnde 

Pensh the virtue, as it ought, abhorr’d. 
And the fool with it, who insults his Lord 
The atonement a Redeemer’s love has 
wrought 

Is not for you — the righteous need it not 
Seest thou yon harlot, wooing all she 
meets. 

The worn-out nuisance of the public 
streets. 
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Hcrsdf from mom to neRhl from nlpht to 
mom 

Ilof ouo obhorrcfKr and «v mach jour 
»com 

The praooo* thoikfT unlimited nnd frrr 
Shall CiU on her itltm llcaxm denies it 
thee. 

Of nil that wisdom dlctatrv ihi titr 
drift— 

That nun H dead in *tn nnd hie a Rift 
Is I'Jrtue then, unlr»s of ClmMlm 
prowth 

Mere CaDacy or fooTishnrs or bothi’ 

Ten thousand uRe* lost in endless voe 
For Igoorance of *hnt tbrj- could rot 
know? 

That speech beiraj-s at once □ Wpot 
tonRuc 

Charge oot a God «itb sucli outraj^eous 
wtoorI 

Trulj not I— the pwltaJ lipht men hn\e 
My creed perrunde* me well employ d 
may saw 

Whilfl Ik that scorns the noondaj benni 
perverse 

Shall find the blesslnp unimpro v ed *cui>r 
Let heathen ••orthies, wIiovj exalted mind 
Left sensuality and dross behind 
Possess for mo their imdi puted lot 
And take uncnvlcd the reward tliej «)uj,hl 
(Bi6?) t9 y 
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But still in virtue of a Saviour’s plea, 

Not blind by choice, but destined not to see 
Their fortitude and wisdom were a flame, 
Celestial, though they knei;i not whence it 
came, 

Derived from the same source of light and 
grace. 

That guides the Christian in his swifter 
race. 

Their judge was conscience, and her rule 
their law 

That rule, pursued with reverence and with 
awe, 

Led them, however faltenng, faint, and 
slow. 

From what they knew to what they wish’d 
to know 

But let not him tliat shares a brighter day 
Traduce the splendour of a noontide ray. 
Prefer the twilight of a darker time, 

And deem his base stupidity no cnme. 
The wretch, who slights the bounty of the 
skies, 

And sinks, while favour’d with the means 
to nse. 

Shall find tliem rated at their full amount, 
The good he scorn’d all earned to account 
Marshalling all His terrors as He came. 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devounng 
flame, 
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From SlnaT* top Jehovah pave the Ltv— 
Ufo for obe<n< nee— death for r^try flaw 
WTicn the great SmTrrlgn would Hi« will 
cipcwa 

He ptw a perfect rule »bnt cnn He lr*s.? 
And guards It »ith a wnctloo as severe 
A* vengeance can Inflict or •Inner* fear 
Else HU own glonoot right* He would 
dlitdalni 

Arul man might fafeljr trifle with I lis name 
He Wdi him gIo» «ith unremitting Ime 
To mil on Earth and to HlmuHf above 
Coademna the Injuriou* deed the ilander 
oui tongue 

The thought that meditates n brother • 
wroflgi 

Brings not alone the more conrpicuous 
part 

Hii conduct to the test but tne* his heart 
Hark I unKorsal nature shook and 
groan d 

Twas the UtC trumpet — see the Judge 
enthronedt 

Rouse all )VHir coumge at j’our utmost 
need 

Now nonmon every virtue stand and plead. 
\Vhat I silent? Is jaiur boa ting heard no 
more? 

That self renouncing wisdom Iram d br 
fore 
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Had shed immortal glories on jour brow, 
That all j'our vjrtues cannot purch.isc now 
All joj to the believer' He can speak — 
Trembling yet happj, confident yet meek 
“Since the dear hour tliat brought me 
to Thy foot 

And cut up all my follies by the root, 

I never trusted in an arm but Thine, 

Nor hoped but in Thy righteousness divine 
My praj'ers and alms, imperfect and defiled. 
Were but the feeble efforts of a child , 
Howe’er performed, it w’as their brightest 
part. 

That they proceeded from a grateful heart 
Cleansed in Thine ow'n all-punfying blood. 
Forgive their evil, and accept their good 
I cast them at Thy feet — my only plea 
Is what it w'as, dependance upon Thee 
While struggling in the vale of tears 
below. 

That never fail’d, nor shall it fail me now ” 
Angelic gratulations rend the skies, 
Pnde falls unpitied, never more to rise, 
Humility IS crown’d, and Faith receives the 
prize 
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THI AJUnjMKNT 


HiaKn Bit— Tfai ckcrM of Nsm ntsaia tW naw 
Uuvfh they fipfjr cQAirax la jrootk aad ix*— FriroCty of 
fMhitUo hit Valoa o( If*— TW «trta af tW Cnalor 
avalcaca* ol Bh uorfb*** — Nana tW t« th* 

pofpo*« i of gnea— Qttf a oip of B*^ — Uas aannaDy 
•taUxn tad kgamhh ffib Gtadact b drllrtai tatxm* 
— D«Bfa bwen-B^ana right la hb p*i> 

vyaa— Ssik oi qeaml 

^th tb* Ctw of otwml H<«.oe »t— of tb* una m 
*U^ h b Ct j^ntcwiM OB tUi oct— Sproad of tba 

Ooapd— TW Otaoabod Ubaooa— Coaitast of tb* aDcoo- 
aartad tad coarattad hiithia — of 1 *nrf ir 
— TW nan of plaanr* tW iAatot of U(*u — Aay hipO 
pnfuiad to that laq aL o d by tha Scrly^a— Hoaaa bjom 
oppoaed to Tmb— ApoaCrofiW to Tnah— Pictan of cd* 
<mn a claK.a ilm a TW pardoaad baacr — CaMdaboi. 

doca** iw at aaert oatla — Viml £m. fi. 


Ask what is human life — the ta^ replies^ 
With disappointment lowenog In his cyea, 
A painful passage oer a restless flo^ 
A vain pursuit of fugitive false good 
A scene of fisnded bins and heart felt care, 
Closing at last in darkness and despair 
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The poor, inured to drudgerj' and distress, 
Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 
And nowhere, but in feign’d Arcadian 
scenes. 

Taste happiness, or know what pleasure 
means 

Riches are pass’d away from hand to hand. 
As fortune, vice, or folly may command. 
As in a dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair suc- 
ceed. 

So shifting and so various is the plan 
By which Heaven rdles the mix’d affairs of 
man , 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd, 
The nch grow poor, the poor become 
purse-proud , 

Business is labour, and man’s \\ eakness 
such. 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much. 
The lery sense of it forgoes its use. 

By repetition pall’d, by age obtuse 
Youth lost in dissipation, we deplore. 
Through life’s sad remnant, what no sighs 
restore , 

Our years, a fruitless race without i a pnze. 
Too many, yet too few to make us wise ” 
Dangling his cane about, and taking 
> snuff, 

Lotliano cries, “What philosophic stuff! 
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O quenJouf and weak I — wbo»e u*e)«» 
brain 

Once thought erf nothing and now thinkj 
In \-Bin 

^Vb<^•e eje reverted w ee p * o er aD the 
past, 

Whoie prospect ehow* thee a dijbearteo- 
Ing watte 

Would ago In thee resign hi* wintry reign 
And youth Invigorate that fraxno agnln 
Reoe^d datira would grace with other 
tpoech 

Joy* alway* I prieod, when placed within 
our reach. 

For nft thy poliled head, shake off the 
glootn 

That overhang* the border* of thy toixtb 
S« nature gay a* when the fim began 
With fmile* alluring her admirer man 
She spread* the morning ov er eastern 
hOls 

Earth glitters with the drop* the night 
distil* 

The son obedient, at her call apipears 
To fling hi* glorie* oer the robo she 
Tvear* 

Banks dothed with flowers, grove s fill d 
with sprightly sounds 
The yellow tilth green mead* rocks, 
nsing groucKls 
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Streams edged with osiers, fattening everj 
field 

Where’er they flow, now seen and now 
conceal’d, 

From tlie blue rim, where skies • and 
mountains meet, 

Down to the ver^' turf beneath thy feet. 
Ten thousand charms, that only fools de- 
spise, 

Or pnde can look at with indifferent eyes. 
All speak one language, all with one 
sweet voice 

Cry to her universal realm. Rejoice I 
Man feels the spur of passions and de- 
sires. 

And she gives largely more than he re- 
quires. 

Not that, his hours devoted all to care. 
Hollow-eyed abstinence, and lean despair. 
The wretch may pine, while to his smell, 
taste, sight. 

She holds a Paradise of rich delight. 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 
To prove that what she gives she gives 
sincere 

To banish hesitation, and proclaim 
His happiness her dear, her only, aim 
T? IS grave philosophy’s absurdest dream, 
That Heaven’s intenbons are not what 
they seem. 



HOPE 


That onlj ihadcm aro dltpeoaed below 

And earth no reahtjibut woe.* 

Thus thmf^fs terrestrial wear n difierent 
hue 

As ^outh or age persuades and nehber 
true. 

So Flora s wreath through colourM cr^atal 
seen 

The rose or Uly appears blue or green 

But stin the Imputed tinta are those alone 

The medium represents, and not their 
own. 

To nse at noon dt slipshod and un> 
dress’d 

To read the sews, or fiddle as seems 
best 

TtU half the world come s ratUiog at bis 
door 

To fin the dull vacuity till four 

And, just when eveoiog turns the blue 
vault gray 

To spend two hours In dresslog for the 
day 

To maJce the sun a bauble without use. 

Save for the fi^ts his heavenly beams 
produce 

Quite to foiget, or deem It worth no 
thought. 

Who bids turn shine, or if he shine or 
not 
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Through mere necessiU to close his e^es 
Just when the larks and %\hcn the shep- 
herds rise, 

Is such a life, so tediously the same, 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That poor Jonquil, with almost c\er\ 
breath. 

Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death 
For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not yet so blank, or fashionabl} blind. 
But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his w aj , 
By which he reads, that life without a 
plan, 

As useless as the moment it began. 

Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thnve m, an incumbrance ere half 
spent 

Oh' weariness beyond what asses feel. 
That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel, 
A dull rotation, never at a staj. 
Yesterday’s face twin image of to-day. 
While conversation, an exhausted stock, 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock 
No need, he cries, of gravity stufPd out 
With academic dignity devout. 

To read wise lectures, vanity the text 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next. 
For truth self-evident, with pomp impress’d. 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest 
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Tbiit remedy not hid Id deepi pro- 
foimd 

\ et seldom sought where ool} to be 
found. 

While passion i turns aside from Us due 
scope 

The Inquirer’s aim that remedy Is hope 
Lilb is His gift Irom whom whateer hfe 
needs 

With every good and per f ect gift, proceeds 
Bestow d on man, like all that we partake, 
Royally freely for His bounty s sake ’ 
Tnumeot Indeed, as Is the deetiog hour 
And yet the seed of an Immortal flower 
Design d la horwur of His endless lov^e. 
To fill with fragrance HU abode above 
No trifie, howsoever short it seem 
And howsoever shadowy no dream 
Its value what no thought can ascertain 
Nor all an angel s eloquence explain. 

Men deal wHh life as children with their 

pi*r 

Who first misuse, then cast then* toys 
away 

Live to no sober purpose, and contend 
That their Creator bad no serious eniL 
When God and man stand opposite to 
new 

Man s dUappointment must, of course, 
ensue. < 
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The just Cn itor condi-sctnds to write, 

In be.ims of ineMinf^uish ihle hf'ht, 

His names of wisdom, jjoodness, povM r 
and lo\t, 

On ill that blooms below, or sluni'^ 

abo\c, 

To catch the wandennj; notice of mankind, 
And teach the world, if not perverseh 
blind, 

Hib gracious attributes, and pro\e the 

share 

His offspring hold in His p.itcrnal care 
If, led from earthl} things to things 

divine. 

His creature thwart not His august 

design, 

Then praise is heard instead of reasoning 
pride. 

And captious cavil and complaint subsidi 
Nature, emploj’d in her allotted place. 

Is handmaid to the purposes of grace, 

By good vouchsafed m.ikcs known superior 
good. 

And bliss not seen by blessings under- 
stood 

That bliss, reveal’d in Scripture, with a 
glow 

Bright as the cov'enant-ensunng bow, 
Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is bom 
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Hope Mts the ctniop of vanity on alt 
That men have deem d aubatandal tlnce 
the fjUJ 

\ et ha» the wondrous \-irtue to educe 
From empt i ne sa Itsetf a real use 
And white she takes, as at a fstber’s 
hand. 

What health and sober appetite demand 
From ikdlog good derives, with cbemlcart 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart 
Hope, with uplifted foot set free from 
earth, 

Pants for the place of her ethereal birth 
On steady wings sails through the hn 
mease abyss. 

Plucks amaranthine joys ftora b owe r s of 
bQss, 

And crowns the soul while yet a mourner 
here, 

With Wreaths Tike those tnumphant spirits 
wear 

Hope as an anchor 6nn and sure holds 
last 

The Christian vessel and deSes the blast 
Hope I nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new bo m virtues and pr eser ve him 
pure. 

Hope! let the wretefa once conscious of 
the joy 

Whom now despojnng agonies destroy 
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Speak, for he can, and none so well 
as he. 

What treasures centre, what delights, in 
thee 

Had he the gems, the spices, and the 
land. 

That boasts the treasure, all at his coiu- 
mand. 

The fragrant grove, the inestimable mine, 
Were light, when ■weigh’d against one 
smile of thine 

Though, clasp’d and cradled m his 
nurse’s arms, 

He shines ivith all a cherub’s artless 
charms, 

Man IS the genuine offspring of revolt. 
Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass’s colt, 
His passions, like the watery stores that 
sleep 

Beneath the smiling surface of the deep, 
Wait but the lashes of a wintr}’ storm. 

To frown and roar, and shake his feeble 
form 

From infancy through childhood’s gidd) 
maze, 

Froward at school, and fretful in his plays. 
The puny tyrant bums to subjugate 
The free republic of the whip-gig state 
If one, his equal m athletic frame, 

Or, more provoking still, of nobler name, 
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Dare stop across hU arWtmry view# 

An IlUd only not in verse ensoes 
The nttle Greeks look trembling At the 
scales, 

TQl the best tongue or heaviest hand 
prerails. 

Merer .see htm laundid into the world 
at large 

If priest, supinely drooiog o er his charge 
Thrfr fleece his pillow and his weekly 
drawl 

Though short too long the price he pays 
for alL 

If lawyer loud whatever cause he plead. 
But proudest of the worst. If that strcceed. 
Perhj^>s a grave physidao gathering fees. 
Punctually paid for lengthening crut dis* 
ease 

No Cotton whose humanity sheds rays 
That make superior skill his second praise. 
If arras engage him he devotes to sport 
His date of Jife so likely to be short 
A soldier may be anything if brave. 

So may a tradesman if not quite a knave. 
Such stuff the world is maile of and 
mankind 

To passKn interest, pleasure, whim re< 
sign d 

Insist on as if each were his own pope, 
Forgiveneas, and the privilege of hope. 
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But Conscience, in some awful silent 
hour, 

When captivating" lusts have lost their 
pow er. 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful 
dream, 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme' 
Starts from the down, on which she lately 
slept. 

And tells of laws despised, at least not 
kept. 

Shows with a pointing finger, but no noise, 
A pale procession of past sinful joys, 

All witnesses of blessings foully scorn’d, 

A life abused, and not to be suborn’d 
“Mark these,” she says, “these, sum- 
mon’d from afar,* 

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar. 
There find a Judge ine"^orably just. 

And perish there, as all presumption must ” 
Peace be to those (such peace as earth 
can give) 

Who live in pleasure, dead e’en while 
they live. 

Bom capable indeed of heavenly truth. 
But down to latest age, from earliest 
youth. 

Their mind a wilderness through want of 
care. 

The plough of wisdom never entenng there 
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Thcj could ha\c held the conduct the} 
pursue, 

Had Paul of Tarsus h\cd and died a Je^ , 
And truth, proposed to reasoners ^MSC as 
they, 

Is a pearl cast — completel} cast a\\a\ 
The} die — Death lends them, pleased, 
and as m sport, 

•Ml the grim honours of his ghastl} court 
Far other paintings grace the chamber 
now, 

Where late w'c saw the mimic landscape 
glow 

The bus} heralds hang the sable scene 
With mournful ’scutcheons, and dim lamps 
betw'een , 

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around. 
But they that wore them move not at 
the sound, 

The coronet, placed idly at tljeir head. 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead. 
And e’en the star that glitters on the bier. 
Can only say — Nobility lies here 
Peace to all such — ’twerc pit} to offend. 
By useless censure, w^hom w e cannot 
mend. 

Life without hope can close but in de- 
spair, 

’T w'as there wc found them, and must 
leav'e them there ■ — ■ — ‘ * 
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Thus hopes of ever)' sort, whatevei" sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and 
protect. 

If wild in nature, and not duly found, 
Gethsemane ! in thy dear hallow’d ground. 
That cannot bear the blaze of Scripture 
light, 

Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight, 
Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 
(Oh cast them from thee I) are weeds, 
arrant weeds 

Ethelred’s house, the centre of six 
ways, 

Diverging each from each, like equal 
ra>s, 

Himself as bountiful as April rains, 

Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 
Would give relief of bed and board to 
none 

But guests tliat sought it in the appointed 
one. 

And they might enter at his open door. 
E’en till his spacious hall w'ould hold no 
more 

He sent a servant forth bj ever) road, 

To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 
That all might mark — knight, menial, 
high, and low — 

•\n ordinance it concern’d them much (o 
know 
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If after an aDOM headstrong hardy loot 
Would disobey though sure to be shut 
out, 

Onild he with reason murmur at his case 
Himself sole author of his own disgrace? 
No I the decree was just and without 
flaw 

And he that made bad right to make the 
law 

Hb screrelgn p o w er and pleasure uo- 
restrain d 

The wrong was his who wrongfully com 
plain cL 

Yet half mankind maintain a churlish 
strife 

With Him the Eteoor of eternal hfe 
Because the deed by which HU lore 
coo Arms 

The largess He bestows prescribes the 
terms. 

Compliance with His will your lot ensures. 
Accept It cmly and the boon is yotua. 
And sure It Is as kind to smile and give 
As with a flown to say Do this and 
Ure" 

Love Is not pedlar’s trumpery bought and 
sold 

Ho will give freely or He will withhold. 
His soul abhors a mercenary thought 
And him as deeply who abhors It not 
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He stipuLites indeed, but nierelj tins, 
That man will frcelj take an unbouglU 
bliss, 

Will trust Him for a faithful generous 
part, 

Nor set a price upon a willing heait 
Of all the wa}s that seem to promise 
fair. 

To place }ou where His saints His pre- 
sence share. 

This onl> can, for this plain cause, ex- 
press’d 

In terms as plain — Himself has shut the 
rest 

But oh the strife, the bickering, and 
debate, 

The tidings of unpurchased hca\ en create ' 
The flirted fan, the bndle, and the toss. 
All speakers, yet all language at a loss 
From stucco’d walls smart arguments re- 
bound. 

And beaus, adepts in c\cr}*thing profound, 
Die of disdain, or whistle off the sound 
Such IS the clamour of rooks, daws, and 
kites, 

The explosion of the levell’d tube excites. 
Where mouldering abbey walls o’erhang 
the glade. 

And oaks coeval spread a mournful 
shade. 
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The •owunlng nations hovering In mid 
air 

Loudlj resent the stranger s freedom there 
And seem to warn him 06 %^ to repent 
Hb bold intrusion on their dark retreat 
Adieu ** Vinota cnes, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper trembling at his lips. 
Adieu to all momjltyl tf grace 
Make works a \aln Ingredieot in the case. 
The Christian hope is — Waiter draa the 
cork — 

If I mistake not—Blockheod 1 with a fork I 
Without good works whateirr some mnj 
boast. 

Mere foil} and delusion — Sir )Our toast 
firm persuasion Is, at least sometimes 
TW Heai'en will w^h man s virtues 
and hb crimes 

\Vlth nice attentk>.i In n righteous scale 
And save or damn ns these or those 
p^e^aiL 

1 plant my foot upon this grouod of trust 
And silence ever) fenr with — God b Just. 
But if perchance on some dull dnczliog 
day 

A thought Intrude that says or seems 
to say 

If thus the Important cause b to be tried 
Suppose the beam should dip on the 
wrong tide 
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I soon recover from th(•^e needless frights, 
And — God is merciful — sets ;ill lo rights 
Thus between justice, as mj prime sup- 
port, 

And mere}, fled to as tlic last resort, 

I glide and steal along with heaven in 
view , 

And, — pardon me, the bottle stands with 

}0U ” 

“I never will believe,” the Coloni 1 
cries, 

“The sanguinar) schemes that some de- 
vise, 

Who make the good Creator, on their 
plan, 

A being of less cquit} than man 
If appetite, or what divines call lust. 
Which men comply with, e’en because 
they must, 

Be punish’d with perdition, who is pure’ 
Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, 
IS sure 

If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip and lran<uent wrong. 
Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if the} 
fail 

My creed, (whatever some creed-makers 
mean 

By Athanasian nonsense or Nicene,) 
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My creed is, he Is safe that does his best. 
And death s a doom sufficient for the rest.” 
Right ” says an ensign and for 
aught I see, 

Your fiUth and xAlue substantially agree 
The best of every mans performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of hts sphere. 

A lawyer^ dealings should be just and &lr 
Honesty shines with great advantage there. 
Fasting and prayer sit weD upon a priest 
A decent caudon and reoerve at least. 

A soldier’s best Is oourage In the held. 
With nothlog here that wants to be con- 
ceal d 

Manly deportment, gallant easy gay 
A hand as liberal os the light of day 
The soldier thus endow d, who nerer 
shrmks 

Nor closets op hts thoughts whateer be 
thinks 

Who scorns to do an mjury by stealth 
Must go to hoai'en — and 1 must drink his 
health. 

Sir Smug " he cries, (for lowest at the 
board. 

Just made fiAh chaplain of hb patron lord, 
Hb shoulders witnessing by many a 
shrug 

How much hie feelings suffered sat Sir 
Smog ) 
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"Your office is to winnow false from 
true, 

Come, prophet, drink, and tell us. What 
tlnnk you?” 

Sighing' and smiling as he takes his 
glass, 

Whiclj they that woo preferment rarely 
pass, 

"Fallible man,” the church-bred youth 
replies, 

"Is still found fallible, how'ever w’lse, 

^nd differing judgments serve but to de- 
clare. 

That truth lies somewhere, if w'e knew' 
but where 

Of all it ever was my lot to read. 

Of cntics now alive or long since dead. 

The book of all the world that charm’d 
me most 

Was, — well -a- day, the title-page w’as 
lost. 

The writer well remarks, a heart that 
knows 

To take with gratitude what Heaven be- 
stows. 

With prudence always ready at our call. 

To guide our use of it, is all in all 

Doubtless it is To which, of my own 
store, 

I superadd a few essentials more, 
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But there exctue the liberty I take 
I wal\-e just now foe con\'emuioa make.” 
Spoke Uke an omcJe, they all exdmra 
And add Right Rercrend to Smug^ bon* 
our d oanie. 

And yet our lot n gl\'cn ns in a land 
Where busy arts are never at a stand 
\\T>ere Scienco points her telescopic eye 
FamDuir with the a- on der s ol the sky 
WTiere bold Inquiry diving out of sight 
Brings many a pr^out pearl of truth to 
light 

Where nought eludes the per»e\Tring 
quest, 

That Guhlon taste, or luxury stiggesL 
But aboN*e all In her own light ar 
ray d 

See Mercy s grand ftpoGU)-p»e display dl 
The sooed book no longer suffers 
wrong 

Bound In the felten of on unknown 
ton gw 

But spetks with plainness an could never 
rnend 

U'hnt simplest minds can soonest com- 
prehend, 

God gi\’es the wor d the preachen throng 
around 

Live from His Ups and spread the glori 
otts sound 
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That sound bespeaks sahation on her 
way, 

The trumpet of a life-restonng day, 

’T is heard where England’s eastern glory 
shines, 

And in the gulfs of her Comubian mines 
And still it spreads See Germany send 
forth 

Her sons to pour it on the farthest north 
Fired with a zeal peculiar, they defy 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky. 

And plant successfully' sweet Sharon’s 
rose 

On icy plains and in eternal snows 
O blest within the inclosure of y'our 
rocks. 

Not herds have ye to boast, nor bleating 
flocks, 

Nor fertilizing streams your fields divide. 
That show, reversed, the \illas on their 
side. 

No groves have ye, no cheerful sound of 
bird. 

Or voice of turtle in your land is heard. 
Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening w'here y'e 
dwell, 

But Winter, arm’d W'lth terrors here un- 
known. 

Sits absolute on his unshaken throne, 
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PDei op hk stores omJdst tfas froxen 
wuate. 

And Uds the nxmntBlos he has boUt 
stand &st 

Beckons the legions of hu storms away 

From happier scenes, to make your land 
a prey 

Proclaims the soil a conquest be haS 
von 

And scorns to share It with the distant 
sun. 

—Yet truth Is yours, reinoto, uoeovled 

Ulel 

And peace the genuine ofispring of her 
smile 

The pride of letter'd Ignorance that binds 

In chains of error oor accomplish d minds 

That decks, with ail the epleodmir of the 
trae, 

A false religion, Is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed vouchsafes for our delight 

The sw eet vicissitudes of day and night 

Soft airs and genial moisture feed and 
cheer 

Field, fruit and dower and c%oiy crea 
turo here 

But brighter beame than bis who fires 
the sides 

Have risen at length on }our admiring 
eyes, 
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Tlidt bhoot into }our darkest c,ucs the day, 

From ^\hlcl^ our nicer optics turn a\\a\ 
Here see the encouragement grace 
gi\es to vice, 

The dire efTect of mercy without pnee' 

What were they what some fools .irc 
made by art, 

They were by nature, atheists, head and 
'heart 

The gross idolatry' blind heathens teach 

Was too refined for them, beyond their 
reach 

Not e’en the glorious sun, though men 
revere 

The monarch most that seldom will ap- 
pear. 

And though his beams, that quicken 
where they shine, 

May claim some right to be esteem’d 
di\nnc. 

Not e’en the sun, desirable as rare, 

Could bend one knee, engage one \otary 
there. 

They w'cre, w'hat base credulity' belie\cs 

True Christians are, dissemblers, drunk- 
ards, thieves 

The full gorged sa\age at his nauseous 
feast. 

Spent half the darkness, and snored out 
the rest. 
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W« ooe, whom justice oo an equal plan 

Denouncing death upon tbe ims of man 

Might almost hav'O Indulged with an es- 
cape, 

CbaigeaWe oalj with a human shape. 

What are they now? — Morality may 
spare 

Her grave coocem her kind susplcsoos 
there 

Tbe wretch that once sang wildly danced 
and laugh d 

And sudc’d In disxy madness ailb his 
draught 

Has wept a silent Bood reversed his ways 

Is sober meek, benevolect, and prays 

Feeds spariagly cocomunicates his store 

Abbon tbe cniit be boasted of befbre> 

And he that stole has learn d to steal no 
more. 

Well spake the prophet. Let tbe desert 
sing 

Where sprang tbe thorn tbe splry fir shall 
spnog 

And where unsightly and rank thistles 
grew 

Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant 
yew ” 

Go now and with Important tone de 
mand 

On what foundi^tlon virtue is to stand 
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If self-exalting cl.nms be turn’d adrift, 
And grace be grace indeed, and life a 
gift. 

The poor reclaim’d inhabitant, hts c>cs 
Glistening at once with pit} and surprise, 
Amazed that shadows should obscure the 
sight 

Of one, whose birth w’as m a land of 
light, 

Shall answer, “Hope, sweet Hope, has 
set me free, 

And made all pleasures else mere dross 
to me ” 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if 
denied 

The common c<irc that w'aits on all beside. 
Wild as if nature there, \oid of all good. 
Play’d only gambols in a frantic mood, 
(Yet charge not heavenl} skill with ha\ing 
plann’d 

A plaything w'orld, unworthy of his hand,) 
Can see His lo^e, though secret evil lurks 
In all w^e touch, stamp’d plainl} on His 
w^orks, 

Deem life a blessing wnlh its numerous 

WOOS, 

Nor spurn aw^a} a gift a God bestows 
Hard task indeed o’er arctic seas to 
roam ’ 

Is hope exotic’ grow's it not at home-* 
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Yes btrt an object, bH^t as orient mom 
May press the eye too closely to be borne 
A distant virtue we can all confess. 

It hurts cur pnde and moves our envy 
less. 

Lenconomus (beoeath well soundlog 
Greek 

I slur a name a poet must not speak) 
Stood pUlonod on Infamy’s high stage, 
AikI bore the pelting scorn of half an age 
The very butt of slander and the blot 
For every dart that malice ever shot 
The man that reenUond hun at once dl*> 
missd 

All mercy htrm hts lips and sneer’d and 
httsd 

His crimes were such as Sodom nevef 
knew 

And perjury stood up to swear all true 
His aim was rruscbief and bis zeal prO' 
tence 

His speech rebellion against common 
sense 

A knave when tried on honesty s plain 
rule 

And wbeo by that of reason a mere fool 
The worlds best comfort was his doom 
was pass’d. 

Die when ho might, he must bo dnmnd 
at last. 
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Now, Truth, perform thine oflice, waft 
aside 

The curtain drawm by prejudice and pride, 

Reveal (tlie man is dead) to wondering 
eyes 

This more than monster in his proper 
guise 

He loved the w'orld that hated him the 
tear 

That dropp’d upon his Bible was sincere. 

Assail’d by scandal and the tongpie of strife, 

His only answer was a blameless life. 

And he that forged, and he that threw the 
dart, 

Had each a brother’s interest in his heart 

Paul’s love of Chnst, and steadiness un- 
bnbed, 

Were copied close in him, and well tran- 
scribed 

He followed Paul, his zeal a kindred 
flame. 

His apostolic chanty the same 

Like him, cross’d cheerfully tempestuous 
seas. 

Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and 
ease. 

Like him he labour’d, and like him con- 
tent 

To bear it, suffer’d shame w'here’er he 
went 
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BImh caJumnyl and wHte upon his 
tomb 

If honett eulogy can aparo thee nxwn 
Thy deep repentance of tlqr thousand lies. 
Which aim d at him, have pierced the 
offended skies 

And »ay Blot out my »in confe ss d 
deplored. 

Against thine image in thy saint, O 
Lordl" 

Ko blinder tngot, I maintain It still, 
Than he who must hare pleasure, come 
what win 

He laughs whaterer weapon Truth may 
draw 

And deems her sharp artillery mere straw 
Scripture Indeed is plain bnt God and be 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to 
live. 

Than that his Maker has seen 5t to give 
Supple and fiexible as Indian cane. 

To the bend his appetites ordain 
Contrived to suit fraQ Nature s craxy case 
And reconcile bis lusts with sa\4ng grace. 
By this with nice precision of design 
Ho draws upon life’s jnap a og-zag lino 
That shows bow far t is safe to foDow sin 
And where his danger and Gods wrath 
begin. 
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By this he forms, as pleased he sports 
along, 

His well -poised estimate of right and 
wrong, 

And finds the modish manners of the daj. 
Though loose, as harmless as an infant’s 
play 

Build by whatever plan caprice decrees, 
Witli what materials, on what ground 
you please. 

Your hope shall stand unblamed, perhaps 
admired. 

If not that hope the Scripture has re- 
quired 

The strange conceits, vain projects, and 
wild dreams, 

With which hypocrisy for ever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the public ey^e. 
And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by 
But if, unblameable in w'ord and thought, 
A MAN arise, a man whom God has taught, 
Witli all Elijah’s digmty of tone, 

And all the love of the beloved John, 

To storm the citadels they build in air. 
And smite the untemper’d wall ’tis death 
to spare, 

To sw^eep away all refuges of lies. 

And place, instead of quirks themselves 
devise, 

Lama Sabachthani before their eyes, 
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To prOT« that without Chmt nil gam la 

All hope despair that stands not on Hu 
cross 

Except the few his God may have Im- 
press d 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the resL 
Throughout mankind the Christian 
tdod at least 

There dwells a consaousoess in every 
breast, 

That folly ends where genuine hope be 
gins 

And be that foadi hu heaven must lose 
his ains. 

Nature o pp o se s with her utmost fo r te 
Thu rmog stroke this uldmate dh-orce 
And, while Religion seems to be her view 
Hates with o deep tincenty the true 
For this, of all that ever influenced man 
Since Abel worthlppd or the world be 
gan 

This only glares no lost, admits no plea. 
But malra him if at all completely free 
Sounds forth the signal as she mormts 
her car 

Of an eternal universal war- 
Rejects all treaty pene tr ates all wiles, 
Scorns with the same mdiflerence frowns 
nod smiles 
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Dn\cs through the realms of sin, where 
not reels, 

\nd grinds his crown beneath her burn- 
ing wheels' 

Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, 
art, 

Powers of the mind, ind feelings of the 
heart, 

Insensible of Truth’s almightj charms. 

Starts at her first approach, and sounds 
to arms ' 

While Bigotr), with well dissembled fe,irs. 

His ejes shut fast, his fingers in his cars. 

Might} to parr}' and push b} God’s word, 

With senseless noise, his argument the 
sword. 

Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace. 

And spits abhorrence in the Christian's 
face 

Parent of Hope, immort.al Truth' make 
know n 

Thy deathless w’reaths and triumphs all 
thine ow'n 

The silent progress of th} pow'er is such. 

Thy means so feeble, and despised so 
much. 

That few believe the w'onders thou hast 
w'rought. 

And none can teach them but w'hom thou 
hast taught 
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Oh tee me nrom to ten e thee and 
command 

A painter's tta]] Into a poets htmdl 
That while I trembling tmcB a work dhrme 
Fancy may stand aloof Crom the design 
And light and tbade and rvery stroke be 
thine 

If e\‘er thou hast felt another's pain 
If ever when he sighd hast tighd again 
If ever on thy eyeOd stood a tear 
That pity had eogendor’d drop one here 
This man was happy — had the World s 
good word 

And with it evTsy joy K can afford 
Fneodship and lore seem d tenderly at 
strips, 

most should sweeten his untroubled 
Ofe 

Politely learn <k and of a gentle race 
Good breeding and good sense gave all 
a grace, 

And whether at the toilet of the lair 
He laugh d and trifled made him wel* 
come there 

Or if in masculine debate he shared. 
Ensured him mute attcotion and reganL 
Alas how changed! Expresslre of his 
mind. 

His eyes are sunk, arms folded bead 
reclined 
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Those awful syllables, htll, death, and 
sin. 

Though whisper'd, plainly tell what works 
within. 

That conscience there performs her proper 
part. 

And w'ntes a doomsday sentence on his 
heart ' 

Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends. 

He now perceives where earthly pleasure 
ends. 

Hard task! for one who lately knew' no 
care. 

And harder still as learnt beneath despair! 
His hours no longer pass unmark’d away, 
A dark importance saddens everv' da} , 

He hears the notice of the clock, per- 
plex’d, 

And cnes, “Perhaps etemit} stnkes next'” 
Sweet music is no longer music here, 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear 
His gnef the world of all her power dis- 
arms. 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no 
charms 

God’s holy w'ord, once triMal in his view. 
Now by the voice of his experience true. 
Seems, as it is, the fountain wdience alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make 
his own 
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Now kt the bright rex'Cf se be knonn 
abroad 

Sa) mnn t n wonn nnd p<mer belonpi 
to God. 

As when a felon whom his country s laws 

Have Justly doomd for some atrodous 
cause 

Expects In darkness and heart chDlio^ 
fears 

The shameful close of all bis misspent 
yean 

If diartce on heavy pinions slowly bcmic 

A tempest usher In the dreaded mom 

Upon his dunffeon walb the Dghtning 
play 

The thunder seems to summon hurt away 

The warder at the door bis key applies 

Shoots back the bolt and all hts courage 
dies 

If then just then, all thoughts of mere) 
lost 

WTien Hope long Dogering nt last >'itlds 
the ghost 

The sound of pardon pie rce his startled 
ear 

He drops at ortce his fetters and his fear 

A transport glows In all he looks and 
speaks 

And the first thankful tean bedew his 
cheeks. 
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Joy, far superior jO), that much out- 
weighs 

The comfort of a few poor added days, 

Invades, possesses, and o’erw helms the 
soul 

Of him, whom Hope has with a touch 
made whole 

’T is hea\en, all heaven, descending on the 
w’lngs 

Of the glad legions of the King of kings, 

’T IS more, — ’tis God diffused through 
every part, 

T is God Himself triumphant m his heart 

Oh welcome now the sun's once hated 
hght. 

His noonday beams W’ere never half so 
bright 

Not kindred minds alone are call’d to 
employ 

Their hours, their days, in listening to 
his joy. 

Unconscious nature, all that he surveys. 

Rocks, groves, and streams must join 
him in his praise 

These are th> glorious w^orks, eternal 
Truth, 

The scoff of wither’d age and beardless 
youth , 

These move the censure and illiberal grin 

Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin 
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Dut these shall but when night hok 
quench d the pole 

And heaven U all departed as a fccrolL 

And when as justice has long since 
decreed. 

This earth shall blaie ond a new world 
succeed 

Then these thy glorious u-orks and they 
who share 

That hope which can alone exclude 
despair 

Shan liw exempt fnnn a-ealmcss and 
decay 

The bri^test wonders of an endless day 
Happy the bard (If that (air name 
long 

To him that Wendt no (able with hit 

Mnsr) 

WTiosa lines, uniting by on honest art 

The Suthful monitors and poets port 

Seek to delight that they may mend man- 
kind 

And sbik) they capthute Inform the 
mind 

Stm happier if he tUl a thankful soil. 

And fruit reward bb honourable toil 

But happier far who comfort those that 
wait 

To bear plain truth at Judahs hollow'd 
gate 
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Their language simple, as their manners 
meek, 

No shining ornaments ha^e they to seek. 
Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents, 
waste, 

In sorting flowers to suit a fickle taste. 
But, while they speak the wisdom of the 
skies, 

Which art can only darken and disguise. 
The abundant harvest, recompense divine. 
Repays their work — the gleaning only 
min6. 
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Falrwt and fofem ott of thn train that wait 
On man • moat dienified axHd happiest 
state, 
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Whether we name thcc Chanty or Lo\c, 
Chief grace below, and all m all abo\e, 
Prosper (I press thee w'lth a powerful plea) 
A task I venture on, impell’d by thee 
Oh never seen but in th> blest effects, 

Or felt but in the soul that Heaven selects, 
Who seeks to praise thee, and to make 
thee known 

To other hearts, must have thee m liis 
own 

Come, prompt me wuth benevolent desires, 
Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires. 
And, though disgraced and slighted, to 
redeem 

A poet’s name, by making thee the theme 
God, W'orking e%er on a social plan, 

By \anous ties attaches man to man 
He made at first, though free and uncon- 
fined, 

One man the common father of the kind , 
That every tribe, though placed as he sees 
best, 

Where seas or deserts part them from the 
rest, 

Diffenng in language, manners, or in 
face. 

Might feel themseUes allied to all the race 
When Cook — lamented, and wnth tears as 
just 

As ever mingled with heroic dust — 
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SiftT d Britain • oak into a i^*orkl un 
knoim 

And In hli country s Rlory »ouRht hl« own 
WhcmTT he found man to nature true 
The rights of man were sacred In hvs riew 
He soothed mth gifts, and greeted with 
a smile, 

The simple nati\-« of the new found Ule 
He spurn d the wretch that slighted or 
srithstood 

The tender argument of kindred blood 
Nor would endure that any shohld control 
His freeborn brethren of the southern pole 

Again— the tkftnd of commerce was de- 
sign d 

To lUiixiAte all (he branches of mankind 
And If a boundless plenty be the robe 
Trade 1* the golden gudle of the globe 
Wse to promote whaterer end he means 
God opens Crultful Noture t vonoui scenes 
Each climate needs what other dimes pro- 
duce 

And offers something to the general use 
No land but Hstens to the dommon call 
And In return recei\cs supply from alL 
This genial intercourse and mutual aid 
Cheers what w ere else a uni\'ersal shade 
Calls Nature Irom her i\*>-nuintled den 
And softens human rock work into men- 
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Ingenious Art, with her t'\prcssi\c fnce, 
Steps forth to fashion and refine the 
race, 

Not onh fills necessity's demand, 

But overcharges her c.ip.icious hand 
Capricious taste itself c.in cra\e no more 
Than she supplies from her abounding 
store 

She strikes out all that luxury can ask, 
‘\nd gams new \igour at her endless task 
Hers is the spacious arch, the shapely 
spire," 

The painter’s pencil, and the poet’s lyre. 
From her the canvas borrows light and 
shade, 

And verse, more lasting, hues that never 
fade 

She guides the finger o’er the dancing 
keys. 

Gives difiiculty all the grace of case, 

And pours a torrent of sweet notes around. 
Fast as the thirsting ear can dnnk the 
sound 

These arc the gifts of Art , and Art 
thrives most 

Where Commerce has enrich’d the bus\ 
coast , 

He catches all improvements in his flight. 
Spreads foreign wonders m his country^’s 
sight, ^ 
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Import* whal othpr* hi»\T Invented well 
And fftir* his on n to match them or excel 
Tn thus reciproctttinjj each with each 
Altemaleljr tl»e nation* learn and teach 
UTiile Prondence enjoin* to e\TT> *00! 

A onion *.-lth tho \-ast tcmiqucou* whole 
Ilcax'en »petd the cnmiiSt KaUantlf un- 
furl d 

To furnish and accommodate a a-orld 
To the pde the produce of tlic *un 
And knit the umodal cTimate* into one 
Soft oir* and gentle heaving* of the wave 
Impel the licet wbo»e errand 1* to kivc 
To fitecour WTUted region* and replace 
The fmilfl of opulence 10 ujttowm bee. 
Let nothing adverse nothing unfomem 
Impede the bark that plough* the deep 
serene 

Charged with a freight iraniccndmg m 
it* worth 

The gems of Indln Nature* mrett Wrtli 
That fUe* file Gabnel on hi* Lord » com 
nrnnd* 

A herald of God s love to pngan huxl* I 
But ohl what wnsh am prosper or what 
prayer 

For merchant* ridi m oirgoc* of dcapalr 
U’ho drive a loathsomo trafTIc gauge and 
span 

And buy the mu*dc* and the bone* of man? 
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The tender ties of father, husband, friend. 
All bonds of nature, in that moment end. 
And each endures, while yet he draws his 
breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death 
The sable w'arnor, frantic wnth regret 
Of her he loves, and never can forget. 
Loses in tears the far receding shore, 

But not the thought that they must meet 
no more. 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow'. 
What has he left that he can yet forego’ 
Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resign’d. 

He feels his body’s bondage in his mind. 
Puts off his generous nature , and, to suit 
His manners with his fate, puts on the 
brute 

Oh most degrading of all ills that w'ait 
On man, a mourner m his best estate' 
All other sorrow's virtue may endure. 

And find submission more than half a cure , 
Gnef is itself a medicine, and bestow'’d 
To improve the fortitude that bears the load. 
To teach the w'anderer, as his woes in- 
crease, 

The path of wisdom, all w'hose paths are 
peace , 

But slavery! — Virtue dreads it as her 
grave 

Patience itself is meanness in a slave, 
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Or If tlw will and so\'erelgTity of God 
Bid fuffer it a whJe and kiss the rod 
Walt for the dawning of a brighter day 
And snap the chain the moment when you 
may 

Nature imprints npon whateer we see 
That has a heart and Gfe In It, Be free I 
The beasts are charter'd — neither age nor 
force 

Can quell the Jove of fr eedo m in a horse 
He breaks the cord that beJd him at the 
rack. 

And, consdoos of an nnencumher’d back 
SouiTs up the morning air forgets the reui 
Loose fiy his forelock and his ample mane 
Responsive to the distant neigh be neighs 
Nor stops, tUI overleaping all delays 
He finds the pasture where his fellows grase. 
Canst thou and honour'd with a Chris' 
tian name, 

Buy what is woman bom and fed no 
shame? 

Trade in the blood of innocence and plead 
Eipedleoce as a warrant for the deed? 

So may the wolf whom famine has made 
bold 

To quit the forest and invade the fold 
So may the ruffian who with ghostly glide, 
Dagger m hand steals dose to your bed 
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Not he, but his emergence forced the 
door, 

He found It incon\cnient to be poor 
Has God then guen its sweetness to the 
cane, 

Unless His laws be trampled on — m \ain'^ 
Built a bra\c w'Orld, which cannot \ct sub- 
sist, 

Unless His right to rule it be dismiss’d’ 
Impudent blasphemj ' So foil} pleads. 
And, avarice being judge, with ease suc- 
ceeds 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for 
just. 

That man make man his prc), because he 
must, 

Still there IS room for pit} to abate 
And soothe the sorrows of so sad a state 
A Briton know's, or if he knows it not, 
The Scripture placed within his reach, he 
ought, 

That souls have no discriminating hue, 
Alike important m their Maker’s view', 
That none are free from blemish since the 
fall, 

And love divine has paid one price for 
all 

The w’retch that works and weeps with- 
out relief 

Has one that notices his silent grief 

lOO 



ttiARIT\ 


Ur fhmi wboir hnnd atom' all powrr 
pfocrrd< 

Ranld Its abasr amonf; Ifit fouirst d«rds 
ConwdfT* at/ in/us(Ic(‘ »ith a froan 
Dut marit the man that trcadt h]« frllcm* 
derm. 

Bfjronel— the whip and bell In that hard 
hand 

Are hateful ensign* of avurpd command 
Not Meileo could ptnihasc kmijs a cbim 
To »courj,'e hjtn imnness his onl^ Warm* 
Remember lleasen ha* an nsmclnjr rod 
To tmite the poor Is treason afrainct (»<xJI 
TrDUbleIif^df*lnf^}rnndtian)l\ brookd 
WTUle Hfe* subTimesi Jo>s are cnTtlookd 
\\e irander oer a tunbomt thirst; coll 
^Iormu^lnR• and u-rary of our dally toll 
Forget to en}oy the painvirrcc offer d 
shade 

Or taste the founuin In ilie neighbouring 
glades 

Else vho woald lose that liad the power 
to Iraprore 

The occnslen of tnuiunutlng fear to lore? 
Oil tis a godlike prisUege to larel 
Ami he that scorns it is iilmielf a slasr 
Inform his mif>d one Dash of heuvenl) 
day 

Would heal his heart arud melt his chains 
away 
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" uiU lor islii'.’ I* t i'\h uulf-rfl, 

\titl slutN. b\ laith • III HI'* 'I tr< tlonhU 
fn i tl 

T!u n uoulil ho o-w, '.uhiiu'^sUi it ihv f‘ 

\\ hil' ^;r.itttud( md tov« ni idf >^(ntc»‘ 
SWlLt, 

•* M\ do ir dt.li\( ri r out of hoptU nipht, 
WhooL bourU) boiijjht uu but to 
lib't'b 

I w 10 ,i Irandm in on tm niti\o pbnn, 

Sin tor^jal, iiid tf^nor.mct iii ub fiot, tht 
ch.iin , 

rii) bps li.i\( shod instruction istbcdtiv. 
lau^^lu niL v.hit path to shun, and what 
pursui , 

Fnrtwtll mj fornuTjo\s' I sip^h no more 
lor Africa’s once loved, benighted shore. 
Serving i beiu factor, I am fne. 

At mj bi St home, if not oxiltd from thee ” 
Some men make gam a fountain, w hi nee 
proceeds 

A stream of hberil and heroic deeds , 

The swell of pit>, not to be confined 
Within tlie se inlj limits of the mind, 
Disdains the b inic, and throws tlic golden 
sands, 

A rich deposit, on tin bordering lands 
These have an car for His paternal call, 
Who makes some rich for the supph of 
all, 
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Godf gift with pleasure In Hit pmite em- 
ploy 

And Thomtcm Is fiiminar with the joy 
Oh cotikl I worship aught beneath the 
sides 

That earth has seen or fancy can de- 
vise 

Thine altar sacred liberty should stanch 
Built bj no mercenary vulgar hand 
^Ith fragrant turf and 6owers as adld 
and Csir 

As ever dress d a bonk, or scented summer 
air 

Duly u eiver on the mountain • height 
The peep of morning shed n daamlng 
light, 

Again when e^•eQlog In her sober vest 
Drew the gray curtain of the fading west 
My scrul should yield thee wiUiag thanks 
and praise 

For the chief blessings of my fairest dnj'S 
But that were sacrilege — praise is not 
thine, 

But His who gave thee and pre a erres 
thee mine 

Klae I would sa} and as I tpalce bid fly 
A captive bird into the bounclless sky 
This triple realm adores thee— thou art 
come 

From Sparta hither and art here at home. 
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Wc feci Ihj force still active, at this hour 
Enjo} immunity from pncsth power. 
While conscience, happier than m ancient 
years, 

Owns no superior but life God she fears 
Propitious spirit' }et expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffer’d, and our land, 
too long 

Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that 
share 

The fears and hopes of a commercial care 
Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lavvdcss, and to punish guilt, 
But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, 
£tnd flood. 

Arc mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood , 
And honest merit stands on slipper} ground. 
Where cov^ert guile and artifice abound 
Let just restraint, for public peace design’d, 
Cham up the wolves and tigers of man- 
kind , 

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee. 
But let insolvent innocence go free ” 
Patron of else the most despised of men, 
Accept tlie tribute of a stranger’s pen , 
Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed. 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed , 

I may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(Chanty chosen as my theme and aim) 

I must incur, forgetting Howard’s name 
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Blest with all wealth am giro thee, td 
resign 

Joys doubly sweet to feeHogs quick os 
thlae, 

To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow 

To aeek a nobler amidst scenes of woe. 

To traverse seas range kingdoms and 
bring home 

Not the proud momimonts of G reece or 
Rome 

But knowledge such as only dongeons 
teach 

And only sympathy IDce thine could reach 

That grieC aequester'd from the public 
stage, 

Might smooth her feathers and ef)3c>y her 
cago. 

Speaks a dlTioe ambition and a real 

Ihe boldest patriot might be proud to 
fccL 

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate. 

That pleads for peace till It disturbs the 
state 

Were hush d In fitvour of thy g ene r ous 
plea 

The poor tby clieota, and Heaven's smile 
thy f«l 

Philosophy that does not dream or stray 

Walks arm m arm with Nature aH tus 

way * 
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Compasses earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep inquiry' recommends. 

Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control, 
Drinks wisdom at the ’’milky stream of 
light, 

That cheers the silent journey of the night, 
And brings at his return a bosom charged 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarged 
The treasured sweets of the capacious 
plan 

That Heaven spreads wide before the \ lev 
of man 

All prompt his pleased pursuit, and to 
pursue 

Still prompt him, with a pleasure aluajs 
new, 

He too has a connecting power, and draws 
Man to the centre of the common cause, 
Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium and a purer light 
All truth IS precious, if not all divine. 

And what dilates the pow^ers must needs 
refine , 

He reads the skies, and, watching everj 
change, 

Provides the faculties an ampler range, 
And wins mankind, as his attempts pre- 
vail, 

A prouder station on the general scale 
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Self-knowledge truly learn’d of course 
implies 

The nch possession of a nobler prize, 

For self to self, and God to man, reveal’d, 
(Two themes to Nature’s eye for ever 
seal’d,) 

Are taught by rays, that fly with equal 
pace • 

From the same centre of enhghtemng 
grace. 

Here stay thy foot, how copious, and 
how clear, 

The o’erflowmg well of Chanty spnngs 
here! 

Hark' ’tis the music of a thousand nils. 
Some through the groves, some down the 
sloping hills. 

Winding a secret or an open course. 

And all supplied from an eternal source 
The ties of nature do but feebly bind. 

And commerce partially reclaims, man- 
kind , 

Philosophy, without his heavenly guide. 
May blow up self-conceit, and nounsh 
pnde. 

But, while his province is the reasoning 
part. 

Has still a veil of midnight on his heart 
’T IS Truth divine exhibited on earth. 
Gives Chanty her bemg and her birth 
io8 
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As diamonds stripp’d of their opaque dis- 
guise, 

Reflect the noonday glory of the skies 
She speaks of Him, her author, guardian, 
friend. 

Whose love knew no beginning, knows no 
end. 

In language warm as all that love inspires, 
And, in the glow of her intense desires. 
Pants to communicate her noble fires 
She sees a world stark blind to what em- 
ploys 

Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing 
joys. 

Though wisdom hail them, heedless of her 
call. 

Flies to save some, and feels a pang for 
all 

Herself as weak as her support is strong. 
She feels that frailty she denied so long. 
And, from a knowledge of her own dis- 
ease. 

Learns to compassionate the sick she sees 
Here see, acqmtted of all vain pretence. 
The reign of genuine Chanty commence 
Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears. 
She still is kind, and still she perseveres. 
The Truth she loves, a sightless world 
blaspheme, 

’T is childish dotage, a delirious dream ' 
no 
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The danger they discern not they deny 

Laugh at their only reoiedy and die. 

But still a soul thus touch d am never 
cease, 

Whoever threatens war to speak of peace. 

Pure In her aim, and In her temper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakn^ of a 

chad 

She makes excuses where she might con- 
demn 

RovBed by those that hate her prays for 
them 

Suspicion lurks not In her artless breast. 

The wonrt suggested, she bellevts the 
best. 

Not soon provoked however stung and 
teased. 

And If perhaps made angry soon appeased 

She rather waives than will dispute her 
right 

And Injured makes forgl\enB*s her de- 
hght. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew 

The bright original was one he knew 

Heaven held his band the Hkeness must 
be true. 

When one, that holds communion with 
the ikies, 

Has fill d his um where tliese pure waters 
rise 

II 
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And once more mingles with js meaner 
things, 

’T lb e’en as if an angel shook his wings , 
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide, 
That tells us whence his treasures are 
supplied 

So when a ship, well freighted with the 
stores 

The sun matures on India’s spicy shores. 
Has dropp’d her anchor, and her canvas 
furl’d. 

In some safe haven of our wfestern world, 
’T were vain inquiry to what port she 
w’-ent. 

The gale informs us, laden wnth the 
scent 

Some seek, when queasy conscience has 
its qualms, 

To lull the painful malady with alms. 
But Chanty not feign’d intends alone 
Another’s good — theirs centres in their 
owm , 

And, too short-lived to reach the realms of 
peace. 

Must cease for ever when the poor shall 
cease 

Flavia, most tender of her own good name. 
Is rather careless of her sister’s fame 
Her superfluity the poor supplies, 

But, if she touch a character, it dies 
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The e eem lng virtue weigh d againit the 
vice 

She deenis til safe for she has paid the 
price 

No chanty but alms aught values sb^ 
Except in porcelain on her manteUtree. 
How many deeds wipi which the world 
has rung 

From pride, in league with Ignorance hare 
sprung! 

But God Q errules all human follies still 
And bends the tough materials to His wlU. 
A conflagration or a wintry flood 
Has left some hundreds without home or 
food 

Extravagance and Avarice shall subscribe, 
While faow and self<omplacence are the 
bribe. 

The brief proclaim d it vhdts every pew 
But first the squires a compliment but 
due 

With alow dellberatioa he unties 
His gfittering purae that envy of all 
eyes! 

And while the clerk just pu&les out the 
psalm 

Slides guinea behind guinea in his pnlm 
TUI finding what he might have found 
before, 

A smaller piece amidst the predous store, 
(life) 1 3 I 
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Pinch’d close between his finger and his 
thumb, 

He half exhibits, and then drops the sum 
Gold, to bo surel — ^Throughout the to^n 
'tis told 

How the good squire gn es never less than 
gold 

From motives such as his, though not the 
best, 

Springs in due time supply for the dis- 
tress’d , 

Not less effectual than what lo\e bcstov\s, 
Except that Office clips it as it goes 
But lest I seem to sin against a fnend, 
And wound the grace I mean to recom- 
mend, 

(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine,) 
Once more I would adopt the graver 
style, 

A teacher should be spanng of his smile 
Unless a love of virtue light the flame, 
Satire is, more than those he brands, to 
blame , 

He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips others bare. 
Affects indeed a most humane concern, 
That men, if gently tutor’d, will not learn , 
That mulish folly, not to be reclaim’d 
By softer methods, must be made ashamed, 
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Bot (1 mlcht irutaoce In St Patrick » 
dean) 

Too often rails to gratlfj his spleen- 
Most Eatiflsti are Indeed n pubRc scour^ 
Thdr mildest physic U a £amer*» pnrpe 
Tbeir aend temper turns as soon as 
stirrd 

The milk of their good pnrpose all to card. 
Their seal begotten ns their works re- 
hearse. 

By lean despair upon on empty purse 
The wild assassins start Into the street 
Prepared to poniard whomsoc er they 
meet 

No skill In swordmanshlp howeiTf just 
Can be secure against a mndman s thrust 
And even \irtue so unfairly match d. 
Although Immortal may be pnek d or 
scratch d. 

When scandal has new minted an old lie 
Or tax d in\‘eaUon for a fresh supply 
Tls calld n satire and the world 
appears 

Gathering around It with erected enrs 
A thousand names are tossd Into the 
cro w d 

Some whisper’d softly and some twang d 
aloud 

Just as the sapience of an author’s brain 
Suggests It safe or dangerous to be plain 
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Strange 1 how the frequent mteijected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the 
trash, 

The important letters, that include the 
rest, 

Serve as a ke)'^ to those that are suppressed. 
Conjecture gripes the vicbms in his paw. 
The world is charm’d, and Scnb escapes 
the law 

So, when the cold damp shades of night 
prevail, 

Worms may be caught by either head or 
tail , 

Forcibly drawn from many a close recess, 
They meet with little pity, no redress. 
Plunged m the stream, they lodge upon 
the mud. 

Food for the famish’d rovers of the flood 
All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and chanty, is mere pretence 
A bold remark, but which, if well applied. 
Would humble many a towenng poet’s 
pnde 

Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit, 
And had no other play-place for his wit, 
Perhaps, enchanted with the love of fame, 
He sought the jewel in his neighbour’s 
shame , 

Perhaps — whatever end he might pursue. 
The cause of virtue could not be his view 
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At erery rtrokc wit Bashes in our eyei 
The turns ore quick, the pol&h d points 
surprise 

But shine with cruel and tremendous 
charms 

That while tbpy please, pos sess us with 
alarms 

So hare 1 seen (and hasten d to the sight 
On an the wings of boltdaj delight ) 
Where stands that mooument of ancient 
power 

Named with emphatic dignity the Tower 
Guns halberts, swords and pistols, grent 
and imali 

In starry fonns disposed upon the aaB 
We wonder as we gazing stand below 
That brass oitd steel should make so One 
a show 

But, though we praise the exact designer i 
fldU 

Account them impiemedts of mischief stiiL 
No works shall find acceptance in that 
d.. 

When all disguises shall be rent away 
That square not truly with the Scripture 
plan 

Nor spring from tore to God or krve to 

TTITI- 

As He ordains things sordid in tbdr birth 
To be resolved mto their parent earth 



CHARITY, 


And though the soul shall seek supenor 
orbs, , 

Whate’er this world produces, it absorbs. 
So self starts nothing, but what tends 
apace 

Home to the goal, where , it began the 
race . 

Such as our motive is, our aim must be. 
If this he servile, that can ne’er be 'free ' 
If self employ us, whatsoe’er is wrought. 
We glorify that self, not Him we ought. 
Such virtues had need prove their ^ on n 
reward, i d 

The J udge of all men owes them no regard 
True Chanty, a plant divinely nursed, ' 
Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 
Thnves against hope, and, in the 'rudest 
scene. 

Storms but enliven its unfading green, , 
Exuberant is the shadow it supplies. 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the 
skies 

To look on Him who form’d us and re- 
deem’d, I , 

So glonous now, though once so dis- 
esteem’d , 

To see a God stretqh forth His human 
hand. 

To uphold the boundless scenes of His 
command , 
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To recoUect tlut, in « form like our«, 

He bruised beneath hit feet the mfemfl] 
poTcr*, 

Captivity led captive, rt»e to claim 
The wreath Ho won so dearly In our 
name 

That throned obore all height, He coo* 
descends 

To call the few that trust bi Him HU 
friends 

That, in the heaven ot beavens that space 
He deems 

Too scanty for the exertloa of HU beams 
And shines as If Impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon verms below 
That tight Imparts a never-dylag flame 
Though feeble lo degree. In kind tbe 
same. 

Like Mm the soul, thus kindled from above 
Spreads wide her aims of universal love 
And stm enlarged as she recMres the 
grace, 

Includes creation In her dose embrace. 
Behold a Christian I — and without tbe fires 
The founder of that name olooe Inspires 
Though all accompHshment, all knowledge 
meet, 

To make tbe shining prodigy complete 
Whoever boasts that name— behold a 
cheat! i 1 
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Were love, m these the world’s last doting 
‘ years, 

As frequent as the want of it appears. 
The churches warm’d, the> would no 
longer hold 

Such frozen figures, stiff as they are cold , 
Relenting forms would lose their power, 
or cease. 

And e’en the dipp’d and sprinkled live in 
peace 

Each heart would quit its pnson in the 
breast, 

And flow in free communion with the rest 
The statesman, skill’d in projects dark and 
deep, 

Might burn his useless Machiavel, and 
sleep , 

His budget, often fill’d, yet always poor. 
Might swing at ease behind his study 
. • door, 

No longer prey upon our annual rents. 

Or scare the nation with its big contents 
Disbanded legions freely might depart, 
And slaying man would cease to be an 
art ' 

No learned , -disputants would take the 
field. 

Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield , 
Both sides deceived; if rightly understood. 
Pelting each other for the public good 
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Did Charity pm'ail the prets wouU 
pnyve 

A ^•ehKJe of \-lrtue truth, and love 

And I "rnght *pare myself the polru to 
•how 

What few con leam and nil »uppo»e they 
know 

Thuj ha\'e 1 sought to grace a serious 
lajr 

Wth many a wild Indeed, but flowery 
spray 

In hopes to gain what ebc I mutt have 
lost 

The attention plenture has so much erv 
gross d. 

Cut If unhappQy deceiv'ed I dream 

And prove too weok for so dl>ioe a theme 

Let Charity forgive me a mlttake 

That real not vanity has chanced to 
make, 

And spare the poet for his sul^ects take 
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THE ARGUMENT , 

In conversation much depends on culture — Its results 
frequently insignificant — Indecent language and oaths re- 
probated — The author s dishke of the clash of arguments — 
The noisy wrangler — Buhius an example of indeosiQn — 
The positive pronounce without hesitation — The pomt of 
honour condemned — Duelling with fists instead of weapons 
proposed — Effect of long tales — The retailer of prodigies and 
lies — Quahues of a judiaous tale — Smoking condemned — 
The emphatic speaker — The perfumed beau — The grave cox- 
comb-^Sickness made a topic of conversation — Picture of a 
fretfiif temper — The bashtuf speaker — An English company 
— ^The Sportsman — Influence of fashion on conversation — 
Converse of the two disaples gomg to Emmaus — Dehghts 
of rehgious conversation — Age mellows the speech — ^TLrue 
piety often branded as fanatic frenzy — Pleasure of com- 
munion with the good — Conversation should be uncon- 
strained — Persons who make the Bible their companion 
charged with hypocrisy by the world — The charge tepelled 
— The poet sarcastically surmises that his censure of the 
world may proceed from ignorance of its reformed manners 
— An apology for digression — Rchgion purifies and enriches 
conversation 

" Nam neque me tantum vementis sibilus austn, 

Nec percussa juvant fluctfl tarn htora, nec qua 
Saxosas inter decurrunt flununa valles ’ 

ViRG , Eel V 

Though Nature weigh our talents, and 
dispense 

To every man his modicum of sense, 


133 



CONVBHSAXIQN 


And ConverwUion Jn Its better part 
Maj be esteem d a gift, and not an art 
Yet nmcii depends as In the tiller's tmJ i 
On culture, and the sowing of the soil 
Words learn d by rote a parrot may re- 
hearse. 

But talking Is not always to coarerse y 
Not moro distinct firom harmony dirine 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 
As alphabets In {voiy employ 
Hour after hour the yet unletter’d boy 
Sorting and puallng with a deal of g^ee 
Those seeds of saeoce call d ins A B C ; 

So language in the mouths of the adult* 
Witness Its insignificant result, 

Tcd often p r o ses an unplemeot of play 
A toy to sport with and pass time away 
Collect at evening what the day brought 
forth 

Compress the sum mto its solid worth 
And If It STOgh the importance of a fly 
The scales are fidse, or algebra a lie. 
Sacred Interpreter of human thought 
How few r espect or use thee as they 
ought 1 

But all shall give account of every 
wrong ' 

Who dare (Cshonotir or defile the tongue 
Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 

Or sen their glory at a markot.^}rice 
“3 
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Who vote for hire, or point it with lam 
poon, j 

The dear-bought placeman, and the cheap 
buffoon 

There is a prurience in the speech of 
some, — 

Wrath stays Him, or else God would strike 
them dumb 

His wise forbearance has their end in 
view, 

They fill tlieir measure, and receive their 
due 

The heathen lawgivers of ancient days. 
Names almost worthy of a Christian’s 
praise, 

Would drive thdm forth from the resort 
of men, 

And shut up every ^atyr in his den' 

Oh come not ye near innocence and truth, 
Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth 1 
Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promised 
flower. 

Its odour perish’d and its charming hue, 
Thenceforth ’tis hateful, for it smells of 
you 

Not e’en the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age. 

Affords a plea allowable or just 
For making 'speech the pamperer of lust, 
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But when the bretoh of ago coinmlU the 
fauht 

TU nauaeous u the mpoor of a \‘aulL 
So wither'd ttiimp* disgrace the sylvan 
•ceoe. 

No longer fruitful and no longer green} 
The aaplesa wood dhrested of the bark, 
Grows fungous, and takes fin at erery 
spark. 

Oa^ terminate as Paul obo erves all 
strife — 

Some men have surely then a peaceful fife I 
Whatever subject occupy discourse 
The feats of Veitrls or the naval force, 
Asseveration blustering u your Ihco 
Makes coatrodlctioo such a hopeless case 
In every tale they telt or false or true 
Well known, or such as no man ever knew 
They fix attentioo, heedless of j-our pain 
With oaths like rivets forced into the 
brain 

And e en when sober truth prevails 
throughout, 

They swear it, till affirmance breeds a 
doubt 

A P ers i an humble servant of the sun 
Who though devout, yet bigotry had 
none. 

Hearing a lawyer grave in his address. 
With adjurations every word Impress 
“5 
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Supposed the man a 'bishop, or at least, 
God’s name so much upon his lips, a 
pnest , I ' ' 

Bow’d at tlie close with all his graceful 
airs. 

And begg’d an 'interest in his fiequent 
prayers 

Go, quit the rank to which 3'e stood 
preferr’d, ' ' 

Henceforth associate in one common 
herd. 

Religion, virtue, reason, common sense. 
Pronounce your human form a false pre- 
tetice, 

A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks. 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works 
Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such 
there are, 

And make colloquial happiness your care. 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and 
hate, 

A duel in the form of a debate 
The clash of arguments and jar of words. 
Worse than the mortal brunt of nval 
s\vords. 

Decide no question with their tedious 
‘ length. 

For opposition gives opinion strength. 
Divert the champions prodigal of breath. 
And put the peaceably disposed to death 
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Oh thwart me not. Sir Soph at eNrt} 
turn 

Nor carp at tt'try flaw you may dfcwrm 
Though »3-lk)Ei*m» hang not on my 
tongue 

1 am not aurely always in the wrong 
Tis hard if att Is false that I advance 
A fool must fK)w and then be right by 
chance. 

Not that an freedom of dissent I blame 
No — there I grant the privilege I dalm. 
A djsputablc point is no rruins ground 
Rove where jou please ‘ils common all 
around. 

Discourse may want an animated — No 
To brush the surface and to make U fknr 
tut fftJll remember If you mean to please 
To press your point with modesty and 
ease. 

The mark at which mj juster aim I lake 
Is contradiction for Its own dear soke. 

Set your opinion at wtiatcver pitch 
Knots and impediments make something 
hitch 

Adopt fall Own *tls equally in vain 
^ our thread of Hrgameoi U tnapp d again; 
The wrangler rather than accord with 
you 

Will Judge hirnsdf deceived and prove 
it too. 
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Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

A noisy man is always in tlie right, 

I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 
Fiv on the wainscot a distressful stare. 
And, w'hen I hope his blunders are all out. 
Reply discreetly — “ To be sure — no doubt ' ” 
Dubius IS such a scrupulous good man — 
Yes — you may catch him tripping, if you 
can 

He would not, wnth a peremptory tone. 
Assert the nose upon his face his ow n , 
With hesitation admirably slow. 

He humbly hopes — presumes — it may be so 
His evidence, if he were call’d by law 
To swear to some enormity he saw, 

For want of prominence and just relief, 
Would hang an honest man and save a 
thief 

Through constant dread of giving truth 
offence. 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense. 
Knows what he knows as if he knew it 
not. 

What he remembers seems to have forgot , 
His sole opinion, whatsoe’er befall, 
Centring at last in having none at all 
Yet, though he tease and balk your listen- 
ing ear, 

He makes one useful point exceeding 
clear , 
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Hcnrocr Ing^ilou* on hli darling tbcme 
A KeptK in philosophy may seem 
Roducwl to practice, Ua beloved rute 
Would only prcrve him ft conaummatB fool 
Usekas hi him alike both bram and 
speech 

Fate having placed ah truth above bis 
reach 

Hu ambigiutiea his total tiun 
He might as be blind and deaf and 
dumb. 

Where men of judgment creep and feel 
their way 

The positive prooouoce without dlimay 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
Bj sparks absurdity strikes out of j^de. 
Witbrat the means of knowing right from 
WTO rig 

They always ate dedslve, clear and 
strong 

Where others toll with philosophic force, 
Their nimble nooeense takes a shorter 
course 

Flings at your bead convictioQ in the 
lump 

And gains remote condusloiu at a jump 
Their own defect. Invisible to them 
Seen in another they at once condemn 
And, though selffdolued In every case. 
Hate thdr own likeness in a brotherie face. 
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The cause >s plam, and tiot to he denied, 
The proud arc aluajs most pro\okcd b\ 
pride 

Few competitions but enf^ender spite, 

‘\nd those the most, where neither has a 
right 

The Point of Honour has been deem'd 
of use, 

To teach good manners, and to curb abuse 
Admit it true, the consequence is clear. 
Our pohsli’d manners arc a mask we wc.ir. 
And at the bottom barbarous still and 
rude. 

We arc rcstnim’d indeed, but not subdued 
The \cr> remedy, howc\cr sure, 

Springs from the mischief it intends to 
cure. 

And sasage in its pnnciplc appears. 

Tried, as it should be, by the fruit it bears 
’T IS hard, indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end , 
That now and then a hero must decease. 
That the suiaaMng world maj li\c in 
peace 

Perhaps at last close scrutin} may show 
The practice dastardl}, and mean, and 
low. 

That men engage in it compell’d by force. 
And fear, not courage, is its proper 
source , 
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The fear of tyrant custom and the fear 
Lest fops should censure us and fools 
should sneer 

At least to trample on otir hlalcer’s lairs, 
And hazard hfe for any or no cause, 

To rush into a £xd eternal state 
Out of the very flames of ra^ and bate, 
Or send another shlvarin^ to the bar 
With all the guih of such unnatural rear 
"Whatever use may urge, or honoor plead. 
On reason s verdict la a madman a deed. 
Am I to art my life upon a t hr cnr 
Bocaose a bear is rude and surly? Nc^ 
A moral, aeosible, and well bred nan 
Will ooc aifroat me, and no other f*n. 
Were I empower'd to regulate the Csts, 
They should eocounter mth velWloaded 
Bsts 

A Trojan combat would bo something 
new 

Let Dares beat Bntelhis black and blue. 
Then each might show to his admlnng 
fneods 

In honourable bumps his nch amends. 
And carry In contusions of hiS ikolJ 
A satisfiurtory receipt In ftilL 

A story la which native humour reigns 
Is often useful always entertains 
A graver fact, enlisted on your side 
May furnish Illustration wall appGed ' 
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But scdentarj ^\ea\c^s of long talc*; 

Give me the fidgets, and m\ patience 
fails 

’T IS tlie most asimne cmploj on o^arth, 
To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 
And echo conversations, dull and dra, 
Embellish’d with — He said, — and. So 
said I 

At ever) interview their route the same. 
The repetition makes attention lame 
We bustle up with unsuccessful speed. 
And m the saddest part cr) — ‘‘Droll 
indeed 

The path of narrative with care pursue, 
StiJI making probability )our clue. 

On all the vestiges of truth attend. 

And let them guide you to a decent end 
Of all ambitions man may entertain, 

The worst that can invade a sickly brain 
Is that which angles hourly for surpjnsc, 
And baits its hook with prodigies and 
lies 

Credulous infancy, or age as weak, 

Arc fittest auditors for such to seek, 

Wlio to please otliers will themselves dis- 
grace, 

Yet please not, but affront )ou to your 
face 

A great retailer of this curious w'are, 
Having unloaded and made man) st.ire, 
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Can tha be true?"— an or^ obsenTr 
crie*; 

Ye*," {father mored ) I *a«' It mth 
these eyes I" 

SIrl I beDero h on that ground alonej 
I could not, Knri I leen It with my own," 

A uUe ihoukl be JudkJou* clear sue 
afict{ 

The language plain and Inddentt well 
linked 

TeH not os new what e^■e^ybody knona. 
And, new or old sUU hanen to a dose 
There centrrog In a focu* round and neat 
Let all your roya of InfonmatiOQ meet 
^Vhat neither jiddc u» proht nor defight 
Ii like a ounea tullaby at night 
Guy Eaii oi Warwick and fair Eleanore, 
Or giant4ci]Qng Jack would please me 
more. 

The pipe, with iolemn interposing pulT 
Makes hall a sentence at a time enough 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain 
Then pause, and pu^ — and tp«ik, hnd 
pause again. 

Such often like the tube they so admire. 
Important tiiflersl bore more smoke than 
fire. 

Pemldous weed 1 whose scent the fair 
annoys, 

(Jnh^eodJy to society» chief joj’S l 
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Thy worst eflFect is bamshingf for hours 
The sex whose presence civilizes Ours, 
Thou art indeed the drug a gardener 
wants 

To poison vermin that infest his plants, 
But are we so to wit and beauty blind. 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 

And show the softest minds and fairest 
forms 

As little mercy as to grubs and worms? 
They dare not wait the riotous abuse 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length pro- 
duce. 

When wine has given indecent language 
birth. 

And forced the floodgates of licentious 
mirth , . 

For seaborn Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element from which she 
rose. 

And, with a quiet which no fumes disturb. 
Sips meek infusions of a milder herb 
The emphatic speaker dearly loves to 
oppose. 

In contact mconvenient, nose to nose. 

As if the gnomon on his neighbour’s phiz. 
Touch’d with the magnet, had attracted 
his 

His whisper’d theme, dilated and at large. 
Proves after all a wind-gun’s airy charge, ‘ 
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An extract of hit dlaiy — no more 

A tnsteleo journo} of t}>o do} before. 

He wttikd abroad oertaken in the rain 

Call d on a friend, drank tea, ttepp d home 
again 

Resumed hit purpose had a vorld of 
talk 

With one be stumbled on and lost his 
walk. 

I latemipt him adth a sudden bow 
Adieu dear Sir} lest you should ]ose It 
now " 

I cannot talk with dvet la the room 

A fine puts gentleman that s aJ) perfume; 

The Sight • enough — no nerd to smell n 
beau— 

Who thrusts his head loto a nurewsbov? 

HU odoriferoos attempts to please 

Perhaps might prosper with a ra-arm of 

But we that make no honey though we 
sting 

Poets, ore sometimes apt to maul the 
thing 

’TU wrong to bring into a mixed resort 

What makes some sick and others i-/a 
mart, 

An argument of cogence we may say 

Why such a one should keep himself 
aany 
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may sometimes 

A gra\et coxcomb \\c 

see, ot so light as he 

Quite as ^^^ough o' 

A shallow '^t.hmd 

An oracle ''"’Pfnt and budge, 

The solemt^ ‘°P > ^ig'nmc'tgj. j-Q^jg ^ judge 

A fool with amoni^^^ 

He says bii*- hltle, and it ^,gg^ 

Owes all 1'^ "wt-ight, Iiku 

lead fe loolcs to come. 

His wit \ou b\ home 

But when hnock it li stage, 

’Tis like a| H as your hopes 

Some hanc/^®^*^ present, 

presag^’ lids fair to prove 

’T is heavyj c^hv}, and tj lo\e. 

An absent /fiends fideht)^ disappointment 
But when unpack d 30uj 

groans ^bats, earth, and 

To find It s|uffd^Mth brio 

stones j- health, an uglj' 

Some me*^ then 

tnck, ]l tliey have been 

In making 

sick, i bf disease. 

And give recitals fggg^ 

A doctor’s trouble, but \v, 

Relate ho^ 

bed, [tic sped, 

How an eP^tic or cathai 
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Nothing' IS tbghtlj* touch d inucfa less 
forgot, 

Nose ears and ejres sc«n present on the 
spoL 

Now the distemper spite of draught or 
pUJ 

Vktonous seem d and now the doctor s 
sldU 

And now — alas, for unforeseen mishaps 1 

Thej put on a damp nightcap and relapse 

They thought they must have died they 
were so bod 

Their poevlth hearers almost wish they bad. 

Some fretful temper s wince at every 
touch 

Yoa always do too little or too much 

'Vou speak with Dfe in hopes to entertain 

Your elevated v'olce goes through the 
brain; 

You fall at once Into a lover key 

That s worse — the drone-pipe of an humble 
tea 

The Boutbem sash admits too strong a 
light, 

\ ou nse and drop the curtain— now ts 
night. 

He shakes rrith cold — you stir the £re and 
strive 

To make a blare — that's roasting him 
alive. 
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Serve him with venison, and he chooses 
fish , 

With sole — that’s just the sort he \vould 
not wish 

He takes what he at first profess’d to 
loathe, 

And in due time feeds heartily on both , 
Yet still, o’erclouded with a constant frow n. 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it 
down 

Your hope to please him \ain on e\er} 
plan, 

Himself should work that bonder, if he 
can — 

Alas! his efforts double his distress, 

He likes yours little, and his own still 
less 

Thus always teasing others, ahvays teased. 
His only pleasure is to be displeased 
I pity bashful men, w'ho feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain. 
And bear tlie marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame and self-imposed dis- 
grace ^ 

Our sensibilities are so acute, 

The fear of being silent makes us mute 
We sometirrtes think we could a speech 
produce 

Much to the purpose, if our tongues w'ere 
loose, 
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But bdog trfrd It cDc* upon U» Up 
Fa]nt oi a chicken s note that bus llK pip 
Our wasted oU unprofitabJjp bums. 

Like hMdcn lamps in old upukhral ums. 
Few Frenchmen of thli e^^il ha\e com- 
plain d 

It seems ax If we Britons were ordain d 
B) way of wholesome curb upon our prUe 
To fear each other fearing none beside 
The cause perhaps Inquiry may descry 
Self-searching with an lntro\*eTied ejt 
Cofweald within nn unsuipcctrd part 
The t-aloett comer of our own vain bran 
For ever aiming at the wortd s esteem 
Our self ImportAflce rums Its own scheme 
In other ejTS our talents rarely sboan 
Become at length «» plendid in our own 
We dare not risk tliem into public siow 
Lest they mUemry of what seems their 
due. 

True modesty Is a disceming grace 
And only blushes In the proper place 
But counterfeit It blind and skulks 
through fear 

WTiere *tls a shame to be ashamed to 
appeair 

Humility the parent of the first 
The last by Vanity produced and niirsed, 
Tbo dfcle found we sit W silent state 
Like figures dranm upon a dial plate; 
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Yes, ma’am, and No, ma’am, utter’d softlj, 
show 

Every five minutes how the minutes go 
Each individual, suffering' a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot, paint. 

As if in close committee on the sky. 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry, 

And finds a changing clime a happ}^ source 
Of wise refiection and well-timed dis- 
course 

We next inquire, but softly and b}’ stealth. 
Like conservators of the public healtli. 

Of epidemic throats, if such there are, 

Of coughs and rheums, and phthisic and 
catarrh 

That theme exhausted, a wide chasm en- 
sues. 

Fill’d up at last wntli interesting news. 
Who danced wnth whom, and who are like 
to wed. 

And who is hang’d, and w'ho is brought 
to bed 

But fear to call a more important cause, 
As if ’t were treason against English law^s 
The visit paid, with ecstasy we come. 

As from a seven years’ transportation, 
home. 

And there resume an , unembarrass’d brow'. 
Recovering what we lost, we know not 
how'. 
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The faculties thaf *eemM rrduced to 
nought 

Expression and the privilege of thought 
The reeldng roanng hero of the chase, 
I gtve him over as a desperate case. > 
Physkilaiis write !q hope to work a cure, 
Never if honest ones, when death is 
sure 

And though the fox he follows may be 
tamed 

A mere fox follower never It reclaim <L 
Soma farrier should prescribe hli proper 
course. 

Whose only 6t ccrmpaidon U hU horse, 

Or tf deserving of a better doom 
The noble beast judge otherwise, his 
groom 

Yet e eo the rogue that tarres hkn, 
though be stand 

To take bis honour’s orders cap m hand 
Prefers his fiellow-groonu with much good 
sense, 

Thetr skill a troth his master’s a pretencd. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the 
squire. 

Where can at last his jockeyvhlp retire? 
Ob to the dub, the scene of savage 

The school of coarse good felkrwibip and 
noise 
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There, in the 'sweet society of tliose 
Wliose friendship from his boyish years 
he chose, 

Let him improve his talent if he can. 

Till none but beasts acknowdedge him a 
man 

Man’s heart had been impenetrably 
seal’d. 

Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze 
the field, 

Had not his Maker’s all-bestow'ing hand 
Given him a soul, and bade him under- 
stand. 

The reasoning power vouchsafed, of course 
inferr’d 

The power to clothe that reason with his 
word. 

For all IS perfect that God works on 
earth. 

And He that gives conception aids the 
birth 

If this be plain, ’tis plainly understood. 
What uses of His boon the Giver would 
The mind, despatch’d upon her bus}"^ 
toil, ■ 

Should range where Providence has bless’d 
the soil. 

Visiting every flower with labour meet, 
And gathering all her treasures sweet by 
sweet. 


142 



COml^R^ATIO^ 


She should Imbue the tongue with si hot 
she sips 

And shed the bolo^ blessing on the lips 
That good dllTused may more abundant 
grow 

And speech rttay praise the power that 
Hds It flow 

WTU the sweet watblet of the TiveUmg 
mght, 

That fills the listening lorcr with delight. 
Forget his harmony udth rapture heard 
To learn the twittenng of n meaner bird? 
Or make the parrots mimkry his choice 
That odiems libel on a human rotce? 
No— Nature unsophlstlcate by roan 
Starts fwt aside from her Creator's plant 
The melody that was at first design d 
To cheer the mde forefatbesa of man* 
kind 

Is note for note defiver'd In otu* ears 
In the last scene of her six thousand 
years. 

■^ct Fashion leader of a challenng tmln. 
Whom man for his own hurt permits to 
reign. 

Who shifts and changes oh things but his 
shape. 

And would degrade her votary to no ape. 
The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong 
Holds a ustjrp d dominion o er his tongue 
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There sits and prompts him with his o\\n 
disgrace, 

Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the 
grimace. 

And, when accomplish’d m her wayward 
school, 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool 
’T IS an unalterable fix’d decree. 

That none could frame or ratify but she. 
That heaven and hell, and righteousness 
and sm, 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk 
within, 

God and His attributes, (a field of day 
Where ’tis an angel's happiness to stray,) 
Fruits of His love and wonders of His 
might. 

Be never named m ears esteem’d polite, 
That he who dares, when she forbids, be 
grave. 

Shall stand proscribed, a madman or a 
knave, 

A close designer not to be believed. 

Or, if excused that charge, at least de- 
ceived 

Oh folly worthy of the nurse’s lap, 

Give it the breast, or stop its moUtli with 
pap' 

Is it incredible, or can it seem 
' A dream to any except those that dream, 
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That man should love hit Maker and that 
fire, 

Warming his heart, should at hb lips 
tninrpire? 

Know then and modestly let fall your 
eyes 

And veil your darrog crest that braves the 
sloes 

That air of Insolence afironts j-our God 

■^ou need Hb pardon and provoke Hb 
rod 

Noa In a posture that becomes you more 

Than that heroic strut assumed before 

Know your arrears with every hour accrue 

For mercy shown while wrath is Justly 
due. 

The time b short, and there are soub on 
earth 

Though future pain may servo for pre s ent 
mirth 

Acquainted with the woes that fear or 
shame, 

By fashion taught forbndo them once to 
name 

And, hat-lng felt the pongs you deem n 
je»t 

Have proved them truths too Wg to bo 
express d. 

Go seek on revelations hallow d ground 

Sure to Succeed the remedy they found 
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Touch’d by that power that you hci\e dared 
to mock, 

That makes seas stable, and dissolves the 
rock. 

Your heart shall yield a life- renewing 
stream. 

That fools, as you have done, shall call a 
dream 

It happen’d on a solemn eventide. 

Soon after He that was our surety died. 

Two bosom friends, each pensively in- 
clined, 

The scene of all those sorrows left behind. 

Sought their own village, busied as they 
went 

In musings worthy of the great event 

They spake of Him they loved, of Him 
whose life, 

Though blameless, had incurr’d perpetual 
strife. 

Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile 
arts, 

A deep memonal gfraven on their hearts 

The recollection, like a vein of ore. 

The farther traced, enrich’d them still the 
more , 

They thought Him, and they justly thought 
Him, one 

Sent to do more than He appear’d to have 
done. 
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To cxah n people ortd to phee them Wpli 

Abm-o oJl eltc and wonder’d Ho »bould 
die. 

Ere the} broufihl ihnr Jouroej* to an 

CfXl 

A ftranffer }oind them courtroui ai a 
friend 

And Q<kd them with a kind enfpiplnp 
aJr 

UTiat tbdr ofillctlon ira< nnd befjpd a 
thare. 

Infonnd, He pither'd op the booken 
thread 

And truth ond witdom f^ndn;; all He 
said 

EiplaJn*d Dluurated ond nrarch d to well 

The tender them** on which ibej choie to 
dweC 

That reaching home TTie night " they 
said is near 

We must not now be parted tojourn 
hero" — 

The new ocqualntance toon beemre a 
guett. 

And made so welcome ot their simple 
feast 

Ho bless d the bread but vanish’d ot the 
word 

And left them both exclaiming Twns 
the Lordl 
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Did not our hearts feel all He deign’d to 
say, 

Did they not burn witlun us by the 
way?” 

Now theirs was converse, such as it 
behoves 

Man to maintain, and such as God ap- 
proves 

Their views indeed were indistinct and 
dim. 

But yet successful, being aim’d at Him 

Chnst and His character their only scope, 

Their object, and their subject, and their 
hope. 

They felt what it became them much to 
feel. 

And, wanting Him to loose the sacred 
seal, 

Found Him as prompt, as their desire was 
true. 

To spread the new-born glories in their 
view 

Well — what are ages and the lapse of time, 

Match’d against truths as lasting as sub- 
lime’ 

Can length of years on God Himself exact? 

Or meike that fiction which was once a 
fact? 

No — marble and recording brass decaj. 

And, like the graver’s memorj', pass away , 
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The woHcs of men inbeHt, as is just, 
Their author*a Crmllty and rehim to dust 
But truth divine for ever ftaods secure. 
Its head is guarded as Its base is sure 
Fix’d In the rolling flood of endless TcarSi 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears. 
The raving storm and dashing wave de- 
fies 

Built by that Axrhitect who built the tides. 
Hearts may be found, that harbour at this 
hoor 

The lore of Cbxist, in all its quickening 
power 

And Dps unstain'd by foUy or by strife 
Whose wisdom drawn the deep well 
of life, 

Tastes of its healthful origin and flows 
A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 

O days of baaven, and mgbts of equal 
praise, 

Serene and peaceful as those heavenly 

days 

When souls drawn upwards In communion 
tweet 

Enjoy the stUlness of some dose retreat 
Discourse, os If released and safe at home, 
Of dangers past, and wocdera yet to come 
And spread the sacred treasures of the 

breast 

Upon the lap of covenanted rest I 
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What, always dreamingf o\er hca\enlj 
things, 

Like angcl-hcads in stone with pigeon- 
wings ’ 

Canting and whining out all day the word, 

And half the night’ fanatic and absurd! 

Mine be the friend less frequent in his 
prayers, 

Who makes no bustle with his soul’s, 
affairs. 

Whose wit can brighten up a wintrj day, 

And chase the splenetic dull hours away. 

Content on earth in earthly things to 
shine, 

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes 
divine. 

Leaves saints to enjoy those altitudes they 
teach. 

And plucks the fruit placed more witliin 
his reach 

Well spoken, advocate of sin and shame, 

Known by thy bleating, Ignorance thy 
name 

Is sparkling wit the world’s exclusive 
right? 

The fix’d fee-simple of the vain and light? 

Can hopes of heaven, bright prospects of 
an hour. 

That comes to waft us out of sorrow’s 
power, 
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Obscure or quench a fkcuJty that Gnds 
Its happiest soil tn the scfeoest minds? 
Rell^oo CTtrbf hwleed Its wanton play 
And brings the trifler under rigorous tvay 
But gives It usefulness unknown before 
And purifying mokes it shine the more. 
A Christians wit Is looffensK-e light 
A beam that aids, but nev'cr grieves the 
sight 

Vigorous In age as m the Qush of \-outh 
Tis alwajs active on the tide of truth 
Temperance and peace ensure Its henJthfuI 
state 

And make it brightest at Its latest date 
Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps In mm, 
Ere life go down to see such sl^ts again) 
A veteran warrior In the Christian field 
^Vho nerer sau the sword bo could not 
wield 1 

Grave without duloesa, learned without 
pride 

Exa^ yet not precise, though meek, keen 
eyed 

A man that would have foil d at their own 
ploy 

A dozen woulchbea of the modem day 
Who when ocensloa justified Its use 
Had wit as bright as ready to produce 
Could fetch from records of an earlier oge 
Or from philosophy s enlighten d page 
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His rich materials, and rcg.ile }our ear 
With strains it was a prailegc to hear 
Vet abo\c all his luxurj' supreme, 

And his chief glorj', was the gospel theme; 
There he was copious as old Greece or 
Rome, 

His happy eloquence seem’d there at home, 
Ambitious not to shine or to excel, 

But to treat justlj what he Io\ed so well 
It mo\es me more perhaps than foil} 
ought, 

When some green heads, as \oid of wit 
as thought, 

Suppose themsches monopolists of sense, 
And wiser men’s ability pretence 
Though time will wear us, and wc must 
grow old. 

Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 
Their fragrant memory will outlast their 
tomb, 

Embalm’d for ever m its own perfume 
And to say trutli, though in its early prime. 
And w'hen unstam’d witli any grosser 
crime, 

Youtli has a spnghthness and fire to 
boast, 

That in the valley of decline are lost. 

And virtue with peculiar charms appears. 
Crown’d with the garland of life’s bloom- 
ing years, 
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Yet age by long eipen«oc« well Inform <3 
Well read, well tempcfM, with religion 

That fire abated which unpeU rub 3roulh 
Proud of hji speed, to orenboot tbe truth 
As time hup r o rea tbe grapes authentic 
juice, 

Mellows sM makes tbe speech more fit 
for use, 

And claims a reverence In hs sborteslng 
day 

That ‘tls an honour and a joy to pay 
Tbe fruits of age, less fair are yet more 
souad 

Than those a brighter season pour* 
around 

And Ukx the stores euttunnal suns mature. 
Through wintry ngourv unimpair'd en- 
dure. 

What is fanatic Crensy scorn d so much, 
And dreaded more than a contagious 
toudi? 

I grant it dangerous and app ro ve your 
fear 

That fire b catching if you draw too 
near 

But sage observers oft mistake the flame, 
And give true piety that odious name. 

To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at tbe view of an Almighty power) 
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Before His presence, at whose awful throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own, 
To supplicate His mercy, lo\c His wajs, 
And prize them abo\c pleasure, wealth, 
or praise. 

Though common sense, allow’d a casting 
voice, 

And free from bias, must appro\e the 
choice, 

Con\icts a man fanatic in the extreme. 
And wild as madness in the world’s esteem 
But that disease, when soberly defined. 

Is the false fire of an o’erheated mind , 

It views the truth with a distorted eye, 
And either warps or lajs it useless bj , 

'T is narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draw s 
Its sordid nounshment from man’s ap- 
plause. 

And, while at heart sin unrelinquish’d 
lies, 

Presumes itself chief favountc of the 
skies 

’T IS such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot 
feeds. 

Shines in the dark, but usher’d into daj, 
The stench remains, the lustre dies away 
True bliss, if man may reach it, is 
composed 

Of hearts in union mutually disclosed, 
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And, fkrevell elae all hope of pure de- 
light. 

Those heartf should be reclaim d i^ew d 
upnght. 

Bad men prohuung friendship 0 hallow'd 
name, 

Fonn m its stead a covenant of thame, 
A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and rellgloDS glorious cause 
They build each other up with dreadful 
sldn 

As bartloas set point blank against God s 
will 

Enlarge and foro/y the dread redoubt 
Deeply resolved to shut a Saviour out} 
Can legions up from hell to back the 
deed 

And, cur ee d with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls, that carry on a blest exchange 
Of joys they meet with In their heavenly 
range 

And w ith a feariess confidence rmikw 
known 

The sorrows sympathy esteems its own, 
Daily derive Increasing light and force 
From such commuoloci in their pleasant 
course, 

Fed less the journey's roughness and its 
length 

Meet their opposen with united strength, 
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And, one m heart, tn interest, and design. 
Gird up each other to the race divine 
But Conversation, choose what theme 
we may, 

And chiefly when religion leads the way, 
Should flow, like waters after summer 
showers. 

Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers 
The Christian, in whose soul, though now 
distress’d, 

Lives the dear tliought of joys he once 
possess’d. 

When all his glowing language issued 
forth 

With God’s deep stamp upon its current 
worth. 

Will speak without disguise, and must 
impart. 

Sad as it is, his undissembhng heart, 
Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a 
zeal. 

Or seem to boast a fire, he does not feel 
The song of Sion is a tasteless thing, 
Unless, when rising on a joyful \ving. 
The soul can mix with the celestial bands, 
And give the strain the compass it de» 
mands 

Strange tidings these to tell a world, 
who treat 

All but their own experience as deceit! 
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Win they bellev^ though credulous 
enough 

To swallow modi upon much weaker 
proof. 

That there are bleat inhabitants of earth 
Partaken of a new ethereal birth 
Their hopes desirea, and purposes es- 
tranged 

From tidngs terrestrial and dlvlttely 
changed, 

Thdr very language of a kind that speaks 
The soul’s sure interest m the good the 
seeks 

Who deal with Scripture Hs Importance 
felt 

A* TuTly with philosophy once dealt, 

And, iQ the ailrot watches of the night, 
And through the scenes of toil renewing 
light. 

The social walk, or soDtnry nde. 

Keep ctUl the dear companion at their 
side? 

No — shame upon a selWisgTBCing age, 
God f work may serve an ape upon a 
stage 

With Inch a jest as CD d with helUih glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he 
But veneration or respect finds none. 

Save from the sutpecti of that work 
alone. 
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The World grown old lur deep di^-ccrn- 
ment shows, 

Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose, 
Peruses closclj the true Christian’s face. 
And finds it a mere mask of si) grini.ire. 
Usurps God’s office, lajs his bosom bare, 
And finds h)pocris) close lurking there, 
And, serving God herself through mere 
constraint, 

Concludes his unfcign’d love of Him a 
feint 

And )ct, God knows, look human nature 
through, 

(And in due time the w'orld shall know it 
too) 

That since the flowers of Eden felt the 
blast, 

That after man’s defection laid all waste, 
Sinccnt) towards the heart-searching God 
Has made the new’ -bom creature her 
abode. 

Nor shall be found in unregenerate souls 
Till the last fire burn all between the 
poles 

Sincerity! why ’tis his only pnde. 

Weak and imperfect in all grace beside, 
He knows that God demands his heart 
entire, 

And gives him all His just demands 
require 
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without k, his pretendons were as vain 
As hanng It, he deems the worlds chs- 
daiQ 

That great defect would cost him not 
alone 

Man 8 iavouiable judgment but his own 
PUs hlrthnght ahalcen and no longer dear 
Than wfaDe his conduct prores his heart 
sincere. 

Retort the charge and let the World be 
told 

She boasts a confidence she does not 
hold 

That, consdouj of her crimes she feeis 
Instead 

A cold misgMng and a kdling dread 
That while In health the ground of her 
support 

Is madly to forget that life is short 
That side she trembles knowing she 
most die, 

Her hope pcesumption and her &ith a 
Be 

That while she dotes and dreams that 
she believes 

She mocks her Maker and herself de- 
ceives 

Her utmost reach hlstoncal assent 
The doctrines warp d to what they never 
meant 
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TIic (ruth Itself is in her he id ns dull 
And useless ns n candle in ,i skull, 

And all her love of God a groundless 
claim, 

A trick upon the cans as, painted flame 
Tell her .ig.iin, the sneer upon her face, 
And all her censures of the \\ ork of grace, 
Arc insincere, meant onlj to conceal 
A dread she would not, jet is forced to 
feel, 

That in her heart the Chnstian she 
rc\ eres. 

And, while she seems to scorn him, onlj 
fears 

A poet docs not work bj square or line. 
As smiths and joiners perfect a design, 

At least we modems, our attention less, 
Bejond the example of our sires digress. 
And claim a nght to scamper and run 
wide, 

'Whcrc\er chance, caprice, or fancj guide 
The world and I fortuitous!}’’ met; 

1 owed a trifle, and ha\c paid the debt. 
She did me w rong, I recompensed the 
deed. 

And, having struck the balance, now 
proceed 

Perhaps, however, as some jears ha\e 
pass’d 

Since she and 1 conversed together last, 
i6o 



COA'rEJ^SAT/O^V 


And I have lived recluse In runil ilinde* 
Which seldom a distinct report pen-ades 
Great changes and oerv manners bare 
occnrr’d. 

And West reforms that I have never heard 
And ibo may now be ns discreet and aise 
As once absurd In nil discerning eye$^ 
Sobriety perhaps may now be found 
Where once intoxication press d the 
ground 

The subtle and Injurious may bo Just« 

And he grown chaste that was the slave 
of lost 

Arts once esteem d may be with shame 
dismlssd 

Charity may relax the miser’s fist 
The gamester may hav’e cast his cards 
away 

Forgot to curse and only kneel to pray 
It has Indeed been told me (aith what 
weight, 

How credibly *tis hard for mo to state ) 
That faWes old that seem d for ever 
mute, 

Revived, are hastening Into fresh repute. 
And gods and goddesses discarded k>ag 
Like useless lumber or a strollers song 
Are bringing Into vogue thdr heathen 
train 

And Jupiter bids fair to rule agolo 
(atfio) i6i U 
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Til'll certain feast'; an instituted noii, 
Where Venus hears Ihc loicr’s tender \ou , 
That all Ohmpus through the countrj 
ro\cs, 

To consecrate our few remaining gro\cs, 
And Echo lc<irns politcl) to repeat 
The praise of names for agis obsolete, 
That ha\ing proicd the weakness, it 
should seem, 

Of revelation’s ineffectual beam. 

To bring the passions under sober swaj. 
And guc the moral springs their proper 
pla), 

They mean to trj what maj at last be 
done, 

By stout substantial gods of wood and 
stone, 

And whether Roman rites maj not pro- 
duce 

The virtues of old Rome for English use 
May much success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercuiy once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long-forgotten 
arts, 

Reclaim his taste, and brighten up liis 
parts. 

Make him athletic as in dajs of old, 
Leam’d at the bar, in the palmstra bold, 
Divest the rougher sex of female airs, 
And teach the softer not lO copy theirs 
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The change shall f^ease, nor shall it 
matter ought. 

Who works the wonder if it be but 
wrought. 

’TU time, bowerer if the case stands 
thus 

For us plain folks and all who side with 

us 

To build our altar confident and bold. 
And say as etem Elijah said of old, 

Tbe strife now stan^ upon a fisir award, 
If Israel's Lonl be God then serve the 
Lord 

If He be silent, faith Is all a whim 
Then Baal is t^ God, and worship him.” 

Digressloa u so much io modem use 
Thought IS so rare and fancy so profuse 
Some never seem so wdde of their Intent; 
As when returning to the theme they 
meant 

As mendksnts, whose business Is to 
roam 

Make every pariah but their own their 
home. 

Though siich continual sigzags in a book 
Such drunken reehngs have an awkward 
look 

And I had rather creep to what is true. 
Than rove and stagger with no mark in 
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Yet to consult a little, seem’d no crime, 
The freakish humour of the present time 
But now to gather up what seems dis- 
persed, 

And touch the subject I design’d at first. 
May prove, though much beside the rules 
of art, 

Best for the public, and m^ wisest part 
And first, let no man charge me that I 
mean 

To clothe in sable every social scene, 

And give good company a face 5e\ere, 

As if they met around a father’s bier, 

For tell some men that, pleasure all their 
bent, 

And laughter all tlieir work, is life mis- 
spent. 

Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply. 
Then mirtli is sin, and we should always 
cry 

To find the medium asks some share of 
wit, 

And therefore ’tis a mark fools never 
hit 

But though life’s valley be a vale of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 
Whose glory, with a light that never 
fades. 

Shoots between scatter’d rocks and open- 
ing shades 
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And while it sbow> the land the soul 
desires, 

The Uuguage of the laod she seeks io- 
spires, 

'Iliui tout'd tbe tongue re c sl Tcs a sacred 
cure 

Of aQ that was absurd profiuie impure 
Held within modest bounds, the tUe of 
speech 

Pursues tbe coarse that truth and nature 
teach 

No longer Ubcum merely to produce 
Tbe pomp of sound or Unkle without use 
Where er it winds, the salutary stream 
Sprightly and fresh enriches every theme 
^^Oe all the happy man possess’d before 
The gift of nature or the daasic store 
Is made subsorvient to tbe grand design 
For which Heaven fcamed tbe fumlty 
dlTma. 

So should on idiot while at large be 
strays, 

Find the sweet lyre on which an artist plays, 
With rash and awlnroid force the chords 
be shakes 

And grins with wonder at tbe }ar he 
makes 

But let tbe wise and well Instructed band 
Once take tbe shell beoeatb his just 
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In gentle sounds it seems as it complain’d 
Of the rude injuries it late sustain’d, 

Till, tuned at length to some immortal 
song, 

It sounds Jehovah’s name, and pours His 
praise along. 
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Ode to Peace ^ ^ 

Come peace of mlnd« deS^tful guest I 
Retum and make tfay downy nest 
Once more tn this nd heart 
Nor nchet I nor power punwe 
Nor boU forUddefl joys lo view 
We therefore ooed not part. 

Where wUt thoa dwell If not with me, 
From Avarice and Ambltum free 
And Pleasures fatal wiles? 

For whom alas I dost thou prepare 
The sweets that 1 was woot to share. 
The banquet of thy smiles? 

The great, the gay shall they partake 
The Heaven that tbou alone canst make? 

And wUt tbou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy mesul 
The grove and the sequestered shed. 

To be a guest with them? 

For thee I panted, thee I prized. 

For thee I gladly sacrificed 
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Wliate’er I loved before, 

And shall I see thee start away, 

And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say 
“Farewell' we meet no more”’ 



Verses 





■n •CUTAJtT AWM Ml THS 

ttuKs or jQAjr muwocz 


I am mooafch of all 1 turvcj 
My rl^t there la nooe to dispute 
From the centre all round to the »ea 
I am krrd of Che fowl and the brute 

0 solitudel where are the chann* 
That sa^psai hare seen In tby lace? 

Better dwell In the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanl^s reach 

I mtat finish my jwrney tUone, 
Never hear the sweet music of spee ch , 
I start at the sound of my own. 

The beasts that roam over tbe plain 
My form with mdlfierenco see 
They are n unacquainted ^tb man 
Tbdr tameness is shocking to me. 

Sodety friendship and love, 

Dnrioely bestow’d upon man 
Oh had 1 the wings of a dove 
How soon would I taste you again! 
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M\ sorroTXs I then might assuage 
In the wa}s of religion and truth, 
Might learn from the visdom of age, 
And be cheer’d bj the sallies of j outh 

Religion’ what treasure untold 
Resides m that heavenlj word* 

More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can afford 
But the sound of the church-going bell 
These vallevs and rocks never heard, 
Never sigh’d at the sound of a knell. 
Or smiled when a Sabbath appear’d 

Ye winds, that have made me }our sport, 
Convev to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more 
Mv fnends, do thej now and then send 
A wash or a thought after me^ 

O tel! me I vet have a fnend. 

Though a fnend I am never to see 

How fleet is the glance of the mind ' 
Compared w itli the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the svv ift-vv ingtd arrows of light 
When I think of ni} own nUue land, 
In a moment 1 seem to be there, 

But alas’ recollection at hand 
Soon hurnes me back to despair 
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But the tefr-fowl U gone to her nest 
The beast Is laid down In his lair 
Even Ifere is ^ seasoii. oJ rest 
And Ho my cnWn'ripair ^ 

There's mercy In every place, 

And mercy eocouragln^ thought! 
Gives even affliction a gnu* 

And reconciles man to his lot 
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WALKING WITH GOD 

Oh! for a closer walk with God, 

A calm and hea\enly frame, 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord’ 

Where is tlie soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and His word? 

What peaceful hours I once enjoj’d' 
How sweet their memor}" still ' 

But they ha\e left an aching \oid, 

The world can never fill 

Return, O holy Dove, return! 

Sweet messenger of rest 
I hate the sms that made Thee mourn, 
And drove Thee from my breast 

The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate’er tliat idol be, 

Help me to tear it from thj Tiironc, 
^nd worship only Thee 
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So shall my walk ht dose with God, 
Calm and sereoo m> fhune: 

So purer Eght shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. ‘ 

1 All THE LORD THAT HEALETH 
THEE 

Heal ns Emmanuel here we are 
Wajtmg to fed Tby touch 

Deep>wounded souls to Thee repair 
And Saviour we are such. 

Our faith U feeble we confess, 

We faintly trust Thy word 

Bat wilt Thoa pity ua tbe lees? 

Be that far fimtn Thee Lordl 

Remember him who once applied 
Wth tremhUnff for relief 
Lord I believe " with tearv he cried, 
Ob hdp my unbellofl** 

She too who touch d Thee In tbe press, 
Axtd beelm^ virtue stole. 

Was answer’d ’ Daughter go in peace, 
Thy faith hath made thee whole.” 

CooceaTd amid tbe gathering throng 
She would have shunnd Thy vlewj 

And if her fiuth was firm and strong 
Had stroogimbgirmgs too. 
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Like her, uith hopes and fears we come, 
To touch Thee, if we may, 

Oh' send us not despairing’ home, 

Send none unheal’d awaj 

'•THC LORD SDND PLACE’ 

Jesus, whose blood so freely stream’d. 

To satisf> the law’s demand, 

By Thee from guilt and wrath redeem’d 
Before the Father’s face I stand 

To reconcile offending man, 

Make Justice drop her angrj' rod. 

What creature could have form’d the plan. 
Or w'ho fulfil it but a God? 

• 

No drop remains of all the curse, 

For wretches who deserved the whole. 

No arrow dipt in w'rath to pierce 
The guilty but returning soul 

Peace by such means so dearly bought, 
What rebel could have hoped to see? 

Peace, by his injured Sovereign wTought 
His Sovereign fasten’d to a tree 

Now, Lord, Thy feeble worm prepare! 
For strife with earth and hell begins. 

Confirm and gird me for the w'ar. 

They hate the soul that hates his sins 
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Let them m homd lea^e o^reeJ 
They may assault they >nay dlitress 
But canoot quench Thj lotT to me 
Nor rt>b me of the Lord, my peace 

THE COVTRITE HEART 

The lord will happiness dhino 
On contrite hearts bestow 
Then tell mo, gradous God is mine 
A contrite heart or no? 

I bear bat seem to bear In vrdn 
Inseoslble os steel 
If aught ts felt, ‘tU only pain 
To find I cannot feet 

I oometlines tMnk myself uicUned 
To love Thee, if I could 
But often feel another mind. 

Averse to ofl that s good. 

My best desires are faint and few 
I fain would stni'e for more 
But when I cry My strength renew 
Seem weaker than before. 

Thy saints are cornf a ft ed I know 
And Ipve Thy bouse of prayer 
I therefore go where others go 
But find DO comfort there. 



HYMNS 


Oh make this heart rejoice or ache, 
Decide this doubt for me, 

And if it be not broken, break, 

And heal it if it be 

LIVELY HOPE AND GRACIOUS FEAR 

I was a grovelling creature once. 

And basely cleaved to earth , 

I wanted spirit to renounce 
The clod that gave me birth 

But God hath breath’d upon a worm, 
And sent me from above 
Wings such as clothe an angel’s form, 
The wings of joy and love 

With these to Pisgah’s top I fly, 

And there delighted stand. 

To view beneath a shining sky 
The spaaous promised land 

The Lord of all the vast domain 
Has promised it to me, 

The length and breadth of all the plain 
As far as faith can see 

How glonous is my privilege’ 

To Tliee for help I call , 

I stand upon a mountain’s edge, 

Oh save me, lest I fall! 
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Though much exnited In the Lord 
Mj ftrength it not my own 
Then let mo tremble nt Ills word 
And none ihdl cost ms down 



The Task 


THE SOFA 
THE ARGU^fENT 

Histoncal deduction of scats, from the stool to the sofa — 
A schoolboy s ramble — A walk m the country — The scene 
dcscnbed — Rural sounds as well as sights delightful — An- 
other walk — Mistake concemmg the charms of solitude 
corrected — Colonnades commended — Alcoa e, and the anew 
from It— The walderness — The grove— The thresher— The 
necessity and the benefits of exercise — The w orks of nature 
superior to, and m some instances immitable by, art — ^The 
weansomeness of what is commonly called a life of pleasure 
— Change of scene sometimes cacpedient — A common de- 
scribed, and the character of crazy Kate introduced — 
Gipsies — The blessings of cmlized life — That state most 
favourable to virtue — The South Sea Islanders compassion 
ated, but chiefly Omai — His present state of mind supposed 
— Civilized life friendly to virtue, but not great abes — Great 
cities, and London m particular, allowed their due praise, 
but censured — F6te champetre — The book concludes wnth a 
reflection on the effects of dissipation and effemmacy upon 
our pubhc measures. 

I Sing the Sofa I who lately sang 
Truth, Hope, and Chanty, and touch’d 
with awe 

The solemn chords, and with a trembling 
hand, 
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Efcaped wHh p*!n from that adventurons 
flight, 

N(hr seek repose upon an humbler theme 

The theme though humble yet august 
aitd proud 

The occasion — for the Fair commands the 
song 

Time was when clothing sumptuous or 
for use. 

Save their own painted skins our sires 
had none. 

As yet black breeches were not satin 
smooth 

Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile 

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock, 

Washd by the sea, or on the gravelly 
bank 

Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring 
loud, 

Fearless of wrong reposed his weary 
strength. 

Those barbarous ages past, succeeded 
next 

The birthday of InrenUoo weak at Grst, 

Dull in design and clumsy to perform. 

Joint-stools were then created on three 
legs 

Upborne they stood, three legs upholding 
firm 

A massy slab In fashion square or round, 
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On such a stool immortal Alfred sat, 

And sway’d the sceptre of his infant 
realms 

And such m ancient halls and mansions 
drear 

May still be seen, but perforated sore, 
And drill’d in holes the solid oak is found. 
By worms voracious eating- through and 
through 

At lengfth a generation more refined 
Improved the simple plan, made three 
legs four, 

Gave them a twisted form vermicular. 
And o’er the seat with plenteous wadding 
stuff’d. 

Induced a splendid cover, green and blue, 
Yellow and red, of tapestry nchly wrought 
And woven close, or needlework sublime 
There might ye see the peony spread wide, 
The full-blown rose, the shepherd and his 
lass, 

Lapdog and lambkin with black staring 
eyes. 

And parrots with twin chernes in their 
beak 

Now came the cane from India, smooth 
and bright 

With Nature’s varnish, sever’d into stripes 
That interlaced each other, these supplied 
Of texture firm a lattice work, that braced 
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Tbe new omchine, aikd It becajiM a chair 
But rattleas wu the chair the beck erect 
Distress'd the weary loans, that fislt no 

ease 

Tbe slippery seat betra3^d tbe sliding port 
That press d it, and the feet hung dang 
Ung down 

Anxious in vain to find the distant floor 
These for the nch the rest, whom Fate 
had placed 

la modest mediocrity content 
With base ataterials, sat on veil tann'd 
hides, 

Obdurate and unylddlog glassy smooth 
With here and ^ere a tuft of cmnson 
7am. 

Or scarlet crewel In tbe cushion fix'd 
If cushion might be call d vbat harder 
seemd 

Than the firm oak of which tbe frame 
was form d. 

No want of timber then was felt or feared 
In Albion s happy Isle. Tbe lumber stood 
Poodemus and Ox d by Its own massy 
wdgbt 

But elbows stfll were wanting these 
some say 

An alderman of Ciipplegate contrived 
And some ascribe the mvendoo to a pnest, 
Bmiy and big and studious of hIs esise. 
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But rude at first, and not with easy slope 
Receding wide, they press’d against the 
ribs, 

And bruised the side, and, elevated high. 
Taught the raised shoulders to invade 
the ears 

Long time elapsed or e’er our rugged 
sires 

Complain’d, though incommodiously pent 
in. 

And ill at ease behind The ladies first 
’Gan murmur, as became the softer sex 
Ingenious Fancy, never better pleased 
Than when employ’d to accommodate the 
fair. 

Heard the sweet moan with pitj, and 
devised 

The soft settee, one elbow at each end. 
And in the midst an elbow’^, it received. 
United yet divided, twain at once 
So sit two kings of Brentford on one 
throne, 

And so two citizens, who take the air, 
Close pack’d, and smiling, in a chaise 
and one 

But relaxation of the languid frame, 

By soft recumbency of outstretch’d limbs. 
Was bliss reserved for happier days So 
slow 

The growth of what is excellent, so hard 
182 



THE SOFA 


To attain perfection In thl« nether wodd. 
Thus fir*t Nece t tlty invented ftooU 
Convenience next suggested dbow-cfaaln 
And Luxury the accomplish d Sofa last 
The nurse ileepi swt^y hired to watch 
the side, 

Whom snoring she disturbs. As sweetly 
he 

Who quits the coach-box at the midnight 
hour 

To sleep within the carriage more secure. 
His legs depending at the open door 
Sweet sleep enyoys the curate m bis desk. 
The tedloiu rector drawling oer his bead 
AikI sweet the clerk below But neither 
sleep 

Of lazy nurse who snores the sick man 
deed. 

Nor his who quits the boa at midnight 
hour 

To slumber m the carnage more secure 
Nor sleep enjoy'd by curate In his desk, 
Nor yet the donngs of the clerk, are sweet. 
Compared with the repose the Sofii yields. 

Oh may I livo exempted (while I live 
Guiltless of pamper'd appetite obscene) 
From pangs arthritic, Infest the toe 
Of libertine Excess I The Sola suits 
The gouty limb *t Is true but gouty limb 
Though on a Sofa, may I never fedi 
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For I ha\e ]o\ed the rural walk through 
lanes 

Of grassy swarth, close cropp’d by nibbling 
^heep, 

And skirted thick with interte\ture firm 
Of thorny boughs, have loved the rural 
walk 

O’er hills, through valleys, and by rivers’ 
brink, 

E’er since a truant boy I pass’d my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of 
Thames, 

And still remember, nor ^\lthout regret 
Of hours that sorrow since has much 
endear’d, 

How oft, my slice of pocket store con- 
sumed, 

Still hungenng, penniless and far from 
home, 

I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws. 

Or blushing crabs, or berries, that emboss 
The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere 
Hard fare! but such as bojash appebte 
Disdains not, nor the palate, undepraved 
By culinarj'^ arts, unsavoury deems 
No Sofa then awaited my return, 

No Sofa then I needed Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue, and though our 
years. 
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As life dgcQpes s peed rapldl) sway 
And not a year but pUfers os he goes 
Some youthful grace, that age would gladly 
keep 

A tooth or auburn lock mod by degrees 
Their length and colour from the locks 
they spare 

The elastic spring of an unwearied foot 
That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps 
the fence 

The play of lungs, inhaling and again 
Resptnng freely the fresh air that makes 
Swih pace or steep ascent no toil to me 
ftUne have net pilfer'd yet nor yet us 
pair'd 

My relish of frur prospect ecenes that 
soothed 

Or charm d me yoimg no longer young 
I find 

Stih soothing and of power to charm me 
stIlL 

And witness, dear companion of my walks, 
Whose arm this twentieth winter I peredvo 
Fast lock d la mloe with pleasure such as 
love. 

Confirm d by long espeneoce of thy worth. 
And well-tried virtuei could alone Inspire — 
Witness a joy that thou hast doubled long 
Thou know's! my praise of nature most 
sincere, 
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And that nn raptures are not conjured up 
To serve occasions of poetic pomp, 

But genuine, and art partner of them all 
How oft upon }on eminence our pace 
Has slacken’d to a pause, and we have 
borne 

The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that 
it blew, 

While Admiration feeding at the eve, 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene 
Thence with what pleasure have we just 
discern’d 

The distant plough slow moving, and 
beside 

His labouring team, that svverv’’d not 
“ from the track, 

The sturdy sw^ain diminish’d to a boj ' 
Here Ouse, slow winding through a level 
plain 

Of spacious meads, with cattle spnnkled 
o’er, 

Conducts the eye along his sinuous course 
Delighted There, fast rooted in their 
bank, 

Stand, never overlook’d, our favourite elms, 
That screen the herdsman’s solitary’ hut, 
While far beyond, and overthwart the 
stream, 

That, as with molten glass, inlays the 
v’ale. 
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The doping lan/i recedei into the do\idj 
Displaying on its varied tide the gnu» 
Of bedge>row beantie* oumberleas square 
tower 

Tall spire from whldi the sound of cheer 
fid bells 

Just undulates upon the Qsteolng ear 
Groves, heaths and smoking villages, re- 
mote. 

Scenes must be beautiful which daily 
view’d. 

Pleas© dafly and whose novelty survivts 
Loog knowledge and the scnitlny of years — 
Praise justly due to those that 1 describe. 

Nor rural tights alone but rural scainds 
ExhOaiate the spirit and restore 
The tone of languid Nature Mighty 
winds. 

That sweep the skirt of some fiu'-spresd 
Ing wood 

Of ancient growth, make tnusk not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore 
And hill the spirit while they fill the mind 
Unnumber’d branches waving in the blast 
And all their leaves fast duttering all at 
once. 

Nor lest composure waits upon the roar 
Of distsurt floods, or on the softer voice 
Of neighbouring fountain or of rills that 
slip 
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Throupli llic ckft rock, .incl, clitming' ns 
ihc) fnll 

Upon loose pebbles, lose Uicinsehcs nt 
length 

In matted grass, that with a Inelier 
green 

Betrajs the secret of their silent course 

Nature inanimate cmplo}s sweet sounds, 

But animated nature sweeter still, 

To soothe and s itisfj the human car 

Ten thousand warblers cheer thedaj, and 
one 

The luclong night nor these alone, whose 
notes 

Nicc-fmger’d Art must emulate m \ain, 

• But cawing rooks, and lutes that swim 
sublime 

In still repeated circles, screaming loud, 

The ja}, the pie, and e’en the boding 
owl, 

That hails the rising moon, ha\c charms 
for me 

Sounds inharmonious in themsches and 
harsh. 

Yet heard in scenes where peace for e\er 
reigns, 

And only there, please highlj for their 
sake 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious 
thought 
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Devised the weather house that useful 
toy! 

Feadesi of humid air and gathering rains, 
Forth steps the man — an emblem of mj 
self! 

More doheate hla bmonnia mate retires. 
When Winter soaks the fields, and fismale 
feet 

Too wealc to struggle with tenacious day 
Or ford the ri\-uleU, are best at home. 
The task of new discoveries falls on me. 
At such a season and with such a charge. 
Once went I forth and found till then 
unknown 

A cottage, whither oft we shtce repair 
’Tb perehd upon the green hDl top but 
dose 

Emviroo d whh a nog of branching elms 
That overhang the thatch itself unseen 
Peeps at the vale below so thick b es et 
With foliage of such dark redundant 
growth 

I call d the low-rooPd lodge the p^asanft 

n*sL 

And, bidden as It is and fir remote 
Prom such uopleasing sounds as haunt 
the ear 

In village or in town the bay of cun 
Incessant, cHnklng hammers, grinding 
wheels, 
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And infant'- cHmorou'; wlirthrr plcn'ji'd or 
pain’d, 

Oft lia\e 1 wi'ih’d the pracrful co\f’rt 
mine 

Here, 1 lia\t said, at least I ■should 

pOS'JCSS 

The pocl’v treasure, sih nee, and indulcte 
The dre.ims of fanc\, tnnquil and si cun 
Vain thought' tlie dueller in that still 
rctre it 

Dcarl) obtains the refuge it affords 
Its elc\atcd site forbids the u retch 
To drink succt waters of the crjstal uell, 
He dips his boul into the weed} ditch, 
•\nd, hca\\ laden, brings his beverage 
home, 

Far fetch’d and little worth, nor seldom 
waits. 

Dependent on the baker’s punctual call, 
To hear his creaking panniers at the door, 
AngT} and sad, and his 1 isl crust con- 
sumed 

So farewell cm*) ol the piasnut's 7trs/' 

If solitude make scant the means of life, 
Society for me' — Thou seeming sweet. 

Be still a pleasing object m mj view, 

Mj visit still, but never mine abode 
Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites us Monument of ancient taste. 
Now scorn’d, but worth} of a better fate 
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Our father! knew the value of a screen 
From sultry tuns and In their shaded 
walks 

And long protracted bowen eojoj'’d at 
noon 

The gloom and coolnen of dedlnlng day 
We bear our thadee about us seli^epnved 
Of other screen the thin umbrella spread, 
And range an Indian waste without a tree. 
Thanks to Benevolus — he spores me }ret 
These chestnuts ranged In coirespondlng 
lines 

And, though himself so polish d, still 
reprieves 

The obsolete proUzlty of shade. 

Descending now (but cautions lest too 
6ut) 

A sudden steep upon a rustic bridge. 

We pass a gulf In which the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs stooping as If to 
drink. 

Hence, ankle deep In moss and Howery 
thyme 

We mount again and feel at every step 
Our foot half sunk In hillocks g r e en 
soft. 

Raised by the mole the miner of the soiL 
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind, 
DIthgurcs earth and plotting in the dark. 
Toils much to cam a monumental pile, 
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That may record the mischiefs he has 
done 

The summit gain’d, behold the proud 
alcove * 

That crowns it 1 yet not all its pnde secures 
The grand retreat from injunes impress’d 
By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The panels, leaving an obscure, rude name, 
In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss 
So strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that e’eii a 
few. 

Few transient years, won from the abyss 
abhorr’d 

Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious pnze, 
And even to a clown Now roves the eye. 
And, posted on this speculative height. 
Exults in its command The sheepfold 
here 

Pours out its fleecy tenants o’er the glebe 
At first, progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field, but, scatter’d by degrees, 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the 
land 

There from the sunburnt hayfield home- 
ward creeps 

The loaded wain, while, lighten’d of its ^ 
charge, 

The wain tliat meets it passes swiftly by, 
The boorish driver leaning o’er his team 
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Vodferoin nnd {mpatleflt of delay 
Nor less ftitractiw It the woodland scene 
DiversiSed mnth trees of erery prowth 
Alike ytt \-Qrkjut. Here the gmy imcwth 
trunks 

Of nth or Ume or beech distinctly shine 
\\”thln the twifipht of their dlttant thades 
There Imt behind a ritinp ground the 
wood 

Seems sunk cLr>d shorten d to Its topmost 
bought. 

No tree In all the grm'e but has Its 
charrm 

Though each Its hoe peculiar paler some 
And of a wannlsb gra) the it^low such 
And poplar that with siIv-ct lines his leaf 
And ash far stretching his umbrageous 
arm 

Of deeper gi Tc n the elrA and deeper sUU 
Lord of the woods the long sumWng oak 
Some glQsj)4eoved nnd shining In the 
sun 

The maple and the beech of oily nuts 
ProD&c, ami the lime ol dewy eve 
Diffusing odours nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore capricious In attire 
Now green now tawny and ere autumn 
yet 

Have changed the woods In scarlet hon 
our* bright. 

(s Go) 
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O’er tliese, but far beyond, (a spacious 
map 

Of hill and valley interposed between,) 
The Ouse, dividing the well-water’d land, 
Now glitters in the sun, and now retires, 
As bashful, yet impatient to be seen 
Hence the declivity is sharp and short. 
And such the re-ascent , between them 
weeps 

A little naiad her impoverish’d um 
All summer long, which winter fills again 
The folded gates would bar my progress 
now. 

But that the lord of this enclosed demesne. 
Communicative of the good he owns. 
Admits me to a share the guiltless eje 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it 
enjoys 

Refreshing change I where now the blazing 
sun? 

By short transition we have lost his glare, 
And stepp’d at once into a cooler clime 
Ye fallen avenues I once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race survives 
How airy and how light the graceful arch. 
Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems 1 while beneath 
The chequer’d earth seems restless as a 
flood 
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Bmih d bj Ihe ^rind. So sporthT i> the 
llffht 

Shot through Che booghf !t dances os 
they dance, 

Shadow and lunshhie Intermingling qukdc. 

And darkening aod enlightening u the 
len\'et 

Plaj* wanton every moment cv-cry spot 
Aiid now with ner\-es new-braced and 
tplntj cheer’d 

We tread the wnderowj whose well-roll d 
walks 

With cur\-ature of slow and easy sweep — 

Deception Innocent— give ample space 

To narrow bounds. The gro%‘e receives 
us aert{ 

Between Che upright shafts of whose toll 
elms 

Wo may discern the thresher at his task. 

Thump after thump reaoundH the constant 
flul 

That ecems to swlog uncertain and yet 
fatla 

FuH on the destined ear Wide fiies the 
chaff; 

The nistUng straw sends up a frequent 
mist 

Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 

Come hither ye that press your beds of 
down, 
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And sleep not, see him sweating o’er his 
bread 

Before he eats it — ’T is the primal curse, 
But soften’d into mercy, made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a 
groan 

By ceaseless action all that is subsists 
Constant rotation of the unweaned wheel 
That Nature rides upon maintains her 
health. 

Her beauty, her fertility She dreads 
An instant’s pause, and lives but while 
she moves 

Its own revolvency upholds the world 
Winds from all quarters agitate the air. 
And fit the limpid element for use, 

Else noxious oceans, nvers, lakes, and 
streams, 

All feel the freshening impulse, and are 
cleansed 

By restless undulation e’en the oak 
Thnves by the rude concussion of the 
storm 

He seems indeed indignant, and to feel 
The impression of the blast with proud 
disdain. 

Frowning, as if in his unconscious arm 
He held the thunder but the monarch 
owes 

His firm stability to what he scorns — 
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Mora fixd below the more disturb d 
abore. 

The law by which all creatures elio ore 
bound 

Binds man, the lord of alL Huruelf 
derh'ei 

No mean advanta^ from a kindred cause 
From strenuous tod his boors of sweetest 
ease. 

The sodentsuy stretch their larj length 
When custom bids but do refreshment 
6nd 

For none they need the languid ej-e the 
cheek 

Deserted of its bloom the flaccid shrunk, 
And wither’d muscle and the vapid soul 
Keproach tbilr owner with that lo%‘e of 
rest 

To which he forfeits e en the rest he 
loves. 

Not such the alert and active. Measure 
Ofti 

By its true worth the comforts it offoeds 
And theirs alone seems worthy of the name. 
Good health and. its associate in the most, 
Good temper spirits prompt to undertake. 
And not soon spent, though in an ardu- 
ous task 

The powers of fancy and strong thought 
are theirs 
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E’en age itself seems prnileged in them, 
With clear exemption from its own defects 
A sparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran shows, and, gracing a gray 
beard 

With youthful smiles, descends toward 
the grave 

Sprightly, and old almost without deca> 
Like a coy maiden, Ease, when courted 
most. 

Farthest retires — an idol, at whose shnne 
Who oftenest sacrifice are favour’d least 
The love of Nature and the scenes she 
draws 

Is Nature’s dictate Strange’ there should 
be found. 

Who, self - mipnson’d in their proud 
saloons. 

Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom. 
Who, satisfied with only pencill’d scenes. 
Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wonders of an artist’s hand' 
Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art, 
But Nature’s works far lovelier I admire. 
None more admires, tlie painter’s magic 
skill. 

Who shows me that which I shall never 
see. 

Conveys a distant country into mine, 
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Aod tlirom Italian light on EngUsh walls 
But Imitative ctrokes can do no more 
Than please the eye — ewoot Nature every 
sense. 

The air salubrious of her lofty bills, 

The cheering ftagranco of her dewy vales 
And music of her woods — no works of man 
May rival these these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar and exclusively her own- 
Beneath the open sby she spreads the 
feast, 

*TU free to all— *lis every day renew’d 
Who scorns U starves des e rvedly at home. 
He does not scorn It who iinpnsoo d long 
In some unwholesome dungeon and a 
prey 

To sallow sickness which the vapours 
dank 

And clammy of his dark abode hai'e bred 
Escapes at last to liberty and light 
His cheek recovers soon its healthful hue 
His eye relumioes Us exbngiuihd fires 
He walks, he leaps he runs — is wing’d 
with joy 

And riots In the tweets of every breexe. 
He does not scorn It who baa long 
endured 

A fever’s agomes, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the manner his blood Inflamed 
With acnd salts hls very heart athirst 
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To gaze at Nature in her green array, 
Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, 
possess’d 

With visions prompted by intense desire 
Fair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find — 
He seeks them headlong, and is seen no 
more 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora 
reigns, 

The lowering eye, the petulance, the 
frown. 

And sullen sadness, that o’ershade, dis- 
tort, 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears, 
These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient 
than her own 

It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same repeated joys. 
That palls and satiates, and makes languid 
hfe 

A pedlar’s pack, that bows the bearer 
down 

Health suffers, and the spirits ebb, the 
heart 

Recoils fi-om its own choice — at the full 
feast 

Is famish’d — finds no music in the Song, 
soo 
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No tmartness in the jest and wonders 
why 

Yet thousands etill desire to journey on^ 
Though halt, and weary of the path they 
treacL 

The paralytic, who bold her cards. 
But cannot play them, bo iro w i a friend s 
hand 

To deal and shuffle, to dlride and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences and sits 
Spectatress both and spectacle a sad 
And silent cypher while her proxy play*. 
Others are dragg'd Into the crowded room 
Between supporters and, once seated sit, 
Through downright inability to nse 
TUI the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 
These speak a loud memento Yet een 
these 

Themselres love Life and ding to it, as he 
That orerhangs a torrent to a twig 
They love it and yet loathe it fear to die. 
Yet scorn the purposes for which they Hve. 
Then wherefore not renounce them? No— 
the dread. 

The slavish dread of solitude that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame, 
And their inveterate habits all forbkL 
Whom call we gay? That honour has 
been kxig 

The boast of mere preteoden to the name. 
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The innocent are gay — the lark is gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew, 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the 
beams 

Of dayspnng overshoot, his humble nest 
The peasant too, a witness of his song. 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he 
But save me from the gaiety of those 
Whose headaches nail them to a noonday 
bed. 

And save me too from theirs whose 
haggard eyes 

Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripp’d off by cruel chance. 
From gaiety that fills the bones with pain. 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with 
woe 

The Earth was made so various, that 
the mind 

Of desultory man, studious of change. 
And pleased with novelty, might be in- 
dulged 

Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade, the weary 
sight. 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, 
slides off 

Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes 
Then snug enclosures in the shelter’d vale. 
Where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 
202 



THE SOFA 


Delight us happy to renounce awhUe 
Not secseksj of Itt ebanns vbat itUl we 
Im’e, 

That »uch ihort absence may codear it 
more. 

Then forest*, or the sav-age rock may 
please 

That hidei the ses'cncw in hi* hollow 
deft* 

Above the reach of man. HU hoary head 
CoQsptcuou* many a league the mariner 
Bound homeward and io hope alrend) 
there, 

Greet* with three cheer* exulting At bU 
walit 

A girdle of half'wither'd thrub* he *how* 
And at hi* feet the bafOed bdlow* die. 
The common < n w gr o wn with fern and 
rough 

With prickly gorse that thapeles* and 
deform d 

And dangerou* to the touch ha* yet It* 
bloom 

And deck* it*elf with ornament* of gold 
yield* no unploaring nunble there the 
turf 

Smell* fresh and, rich In odoriferoti* herbs 
And fungous fruit* of earth regale* the 
sense 

With luxury of unexpected sweet*. 
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There often wanders one, whom better 
days 

Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimm’d 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband 
bound 

A serving-maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and 
died 

Her fancy follow’d him through foaming 
waves 

To distant shores, and she would sit and 
weep 

At what a sailor suffers, fancy too. 
Delusive most where warmest wishes are. 
Would oft antiapate his glad return. 

And dream of transports she was not to 
know 

She heard the doleful tidings of his death — 
And never smiled again 1 And now she 
roams 

The dreary waste, there spends the livelong 
day, 

And there, unless when chanty forbids. 
The livelong night A tatter’d apron hides. 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tatter’d still , and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs 
She begs an idle pm of all she meets. 
And hoards them in her sleeve, but need- 
ful food, 
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Thongh p r e tB d with hunger oft, or come- 
ller dothcj 

Though pinch d with cold alia never — 
Rate is crazed I 

I see a column of alow nting smoke 
O ertop the lofty wood that stdrls the wild. 
A vagabood and osekcs tribe there eat 
Their miserable meaL A kettle along 
Between two poles upon a stick transverse 
Receives the morsel — flesh obscene of dog 
Of vermlo or at best of cock purloin d 
Fmm hla aiccustam d perch. Hard faring 
racal 

They pick their fael out of every hedge 
Which kindled with dry leaves just saves 
unquench d 

The Sfirk of life. The sport i ve wind 
blows wide 

Their fluttering rags and shows a tawny 
sldn 

The vellum of the pedigree they dahn 
Great skin have they in palmistry and 
more 

To conjure dean away the gold they touch 
Conveying worthless dross into its place 
Loud when they beg dumb only when they 
stoaL 

Strange I that a creature rational, and cast 
In human mould should bratmllxe by choice 
His nature and though capable of arts 
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Bj winch the world might profit, and 
himself, 

Self-bamsh’d from society, prefer 
Such squalid sloth to honourable toil ' 

Yet even these, though, feigning sickness 
oft. 

They swathe the forehead, drag the limp- 
ing limb. 

And ^e\ their flesh with artificial sores, 
Can change their whine into a mirthful 
note 

When safe occasion offers, and with dance. 
And music of the bladder and the bag, 
Beguile their woes, and make the woods 
resound 

Such health and gaiety of heart enjoj 
The houseless rovers of the S3'han w'orld. 
And, breathing w'holesome air, and W'an- 
dering much. 

Need other physic none to heal the effects 
Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold 
Blest he, though undistinguish’d from 
the crowd 

By wealth or dignits', w'ho dw’ells secure, 
Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though slow 
to learn. 

The manners and the arts of ci\nl life. 

His wants indeed are many, but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
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Of temperate wishes ood iDduttrious hands. 
Here ^•i^tue thrive* as In her proper »oiJ 
Not rade and rurly and beset sdth thorns 
And terrible to sight, as when the springs 
(If eer shh spring spontaneout) in remote 
And barbaroQi climes, where noleoce pre 
vails 

And strength Is lord of all but gentle 
Idnd 

By ctdtnre tamed by liberty refresh d. 
And all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 
War and the chase engross the savage 
whole 

War follow’d for revenge or to supplant 
The ennod tenants of some happier spot 
The chase for sustenance, precanoiu trust 1 
His hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, pr ov es a school m which he 
learns 

Sly drcumveobon, unrelenting hate 
Mean self attachment and scarce aught 
beside. 

Thus fare the shivering natives of the 
north, 

And thus the rangers of the western world, 
Where It advances far Into the deep, 
Towards the Antarctic. Een the favour’d 
isles. 

So lately found although the constant sun 
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Cheer all thcir seasons with a grateful 
smile, 

Can boast but little virtue, and, inert 
Through plenty, lose in morals what they 
gam 

In manners — victims of luxunous ease 
These therefore I can pit}, placed remote 
From all that science traces, art in\cnts, 
Or inspiration leaches, and enclosed 
In boundless oceans, never to be pass’d 
By navigators unmform’d as the}, 

Or plough’d perhaps by Bntish bark again 
But, far beyond the rest, and with most 
cause. 

Thee, gentle savage' whom no love of 
thee 

Or thine, but curiosity, perhaps. 

Or else vainglory, prompted us to draw 
Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee 
here 

With what supenor skill w'c can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and squander life 
The dream is past, and thou hast found 
again 

Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams. 
And homestall thatch’d with levies But 
hast thou found 

Their former charms? And, having seen 
our state. 

Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
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Of eqixlp®^ ouf garden* and our iporta 
And heard our muse, am thy simple 
friends, 

Thy simple fiirQ, and all thy plain delights 
As dear to thee as once? And have thy 
io3r« 

Lost Dothmg by comparison (Htfa ours? 
Rude as ttw art, (for we return d thee 
rude 

And Ignorant, except of outward show ) 

1 cannot think thee yet ao dull of heart 
And fpintleas, as aarar to regret 
Sweets tasted bore and left ai soou as 

Methinks I see thee straying on the beach 
And asking of the surge that belhe* thy 
foot, 

If ever rt has wash d our distant shore. 

I »ee thee weep and thine are honest tears, 
A patriot’s for his country thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state. 
From which no power of thme can raise 
her up. 

Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to 
err 

Perhaps em little when she pomts thee 
thus. 

She tells mo, too that duly every mom 
Thou climb ft the mountain top with eager 
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Explonng far and wide the water}' waste 
For sight of ship from England Every 
speck 

Seen in the dim hon/on turns thee pale 
With conflict of contending hopes and 
fears 

But comes at last the dull and dusk} eve, 
And sends thee to th} cabin, well prepared 
To dream all night of what the da} denied 
Alas! expect it not We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy countr}' Doing good, 
Disinterested good, is not our trade 
We travel far, ’tis true, but not for nought, 
And must be bribed to compass Earth again 
By other hopes and ncher fruits than yours 
But though true w’orth and virtue m the 
mild 

And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thnve most, and may perhaps thnve only 
there. 

Yet not m cities oft m proud, and gay, 
And gain-devoted cities Thither flow. 

As to a common and most noisome sew'er. 
The dregs and feculence of ever}' land 
In cities foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness Rank abundance 
breeds. 

In gross and pamper’d cities, sloth, and 
lust. 

And w'antonness, and gluttonous excess 
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In dtJes Tice u hidden with most e*se. 
Or *601 with least reproach and virtue, 
taiight 

By frequemt lapse, can hope no triumph 
there 

Beyond the achievement of successful 
flight 

I do confess them nurseries of the arts 
In which they flourish most where in the 
beams 

Of warm encouragement wid in the eye 
Of public note they reach their perfect sue. 
Su^ London is ^ taste and weahh pr^ 
claim d 

The fairest capital of all the world 
By riot and Incondoence the worst 
Thera, touch d by Reynolds a dull blank 
becomes 

A luad mirror In which Nature sees 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone 
And Chatham s eloquence to marble lips. 
Nor does the chisel occupy alone 
The powers of sculpture, but the style as 
much 

Each province of her art her equal care. 
With nice mdslon of her guided steel 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a 
soU 

So sterile with what charms toe er she will 
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Tile richest scenery and the lo\ chest forms 
Where finds Philosoph) licr eagle eye, 
With which she gazes at yon burning disk 
Undazzled, and detects and counts hts 
spots’ 

In London uhcre her implements exact, 
With which she calculates, computes, and 
scans 

All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world’- 
In London WHierc has commerce such a 
mart, 

So rich, so throng’d, so drain’d, and so 
supplied 

As London — opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing London’ Babylon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth than she, 
A more accomplish’d world’s chief glorj' 
now' 

She has her praise Now' mark a spot 
or tw'o 

That so much beauty w'ould do w'ell to 
purge , 

And show' this queen of cities, that so fair 
Ma> yet be foul, so witty, yet not w'lse 
It is not seemly, nor of good report. 

That she is slack in discipline , more 
prompt 

To avenge than to prevent the breach of 
law 
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Th*t ihe U ngid In denouncing death 
On petty robbers and indul^^ life 
And Uber^ m>d ofttuDra honour too 
To peculators of the public gold 
That thieves at home must bang but be 
that put! 

Into his o v et gorged and bloated purse 
The iroalth of Indian provuice*, escapes. 
Nor Is It Well nor can it come to good 
That through profane and Infidel contempt 
Of holy wnt, she has presumed to annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may 
TIm total ordlnaoce and will of God 
Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth 
And centering all auibonty in modes 
And customs of her own till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unrespected forms 
And koees and hassocks are well nigh 
divorced. 

God made the country and man made 
the town. 

What wonder then that health and virtue, 
gifts 

That can alone makw sweet the bitter 
draught 

That life holds out to all should most 
abound 

And least be threaten d In the fields and 
groves? 

Possess ye therefore, ye who home about 
•13 



THE TASK 


In chanots and sedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess je still 
Your clement, there only \c can shine, 
There only minds like yours can do no 
harm 

Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive uanderer in their shades At 
eve 

The moonbeam, sliding softly in bctuccn 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they 
wish, 

Birds garbling all the music We can 
spare 

The splendour of your lamps, they but 
eclipse 

Our softer satellite Your songs confound 
Our more harmonious notes, the thrush 
departs 

Scared, and the offended nightingale is 
mute 

There is a public mischief in your mirth, 
It plagues your country' Folly such as 
y'ours. 

Graced with a sword, and worthier of a 
fan, 

Has made, what enemies could ne’er have 
done, 

Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you, 
A mutilated structure, soon to fall 
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THE WINTER EVENING 
THE ARGUUEinr 

Tb( pat COM* k rtad— 'H m ««dil 

u iBwano — Aifldr^ti to vtntar— -'na mal 
UBBMDMM of wiiiMc exciaf oiaipand «tti tnUoD' 
•Ui ODM— Aikfaw to «w)ax— A b«ow* ttmdy— Till «C 
MV ki tbt Tkv fl poor finnfiy fiacr 

— TIm naJ cbUf—PaiSt konm The Ktkkado ef eWa 
craorod— Tko Craer'a ckoftiwi vtai iIm vmi vkat 
tla k— T m of cwLr y nnwtt o lwft kat— 

CfeMo of eh«»c* — DawniaD of tb« cuuUiy by tk* 

rid^Htfkcc of — f kq «m — Tfaa «i3il« prtad f By Im 
(nh— TI m Btv crentt «ad Wa c xirfu— Htv ~W*fl»cd o a 
m boifia eorpona Ta lor* of nmi oUaca uonl to 
•B, ad Qora to b* tutoSy odotoWaod. 

Hark I ‘tU tJu twanging horn oer yonda- 
bridge. 

That with Ita treanaome but needful 
length 

Bettridea the wintry flood in which the 
moon 

SoM her unwnnkled face reflected bright — 
He comet the herald of a noisy world. 
With apatterid boots itrappd waist, and 
froxen locks 

Hews from all onbons lumbering at tds 
back. 

IVue to bis charge the doscnpackd load 
behind 

Yet careless what he brings bis one con< 
cem 
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Is to conduct it to the destined inn, 

And, having dropp’d the expected bag, 
pass on 

He whistles as he goes, light-hearted 
wretch. 

Cold and yet cheerful messenger of gnef 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joj to some. 
To him indifferent whether gnef or jo\ 
Houses in ashes, and the fall of stocks, 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epistles wet 
With tears, that tnckled doiin the writer’s 
cheeks 

Fast as the penods from his fluent quill, 
Or charged with amorous sighs of absent 
sw ains, 

Or nymphs responsne, equall} affect 
His horse and him, unconscious of them 
all 

But Oh, the important budget’ usher’d 
in 

With such heart-shaking music, w'ho can 
say 

What are its tidings’ have our troops 
aw'aked ’ 

Or do they still, as if wath opium drugg’d. 
Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic 
w^ave’ 

Is India free’ and does she wear her 
plumed 

And jew'ell’d turban wath a smile of peace, 
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Or do we grind her •till? The grand 
debate 

The popular harangue, the tart replj 
The logic, and the wisdom, and the n-lt 
And the loud laugh — I long to know them 
all 

I bum to set the imprison d % rangters free 
And giw them \oice and uttemneo once 
again. 

Now sUr the Hre ond close the shutters 
fast 

Let (all the curtains, wheel the sofa round 
And while the bubbling ond loud hissing 
um 

Throws up a sieam> column and the cup*. 
That d»eor but not Inebrlnte wait on each 
So let us welcome peaceful e\-cning in. 
Not such Ills e^•etlmg who uHlh shmlng 
face 

Sweats In the crowded theatre and, 
squeezed 

And bored with elbow points through both 
his skies, 

Outscolds the ranting actor on tho stage 
Nor hU who patient stands till his feet 
throb 

And his bead thumps, to feed upon the 
breath 

Of patriots bursting with heroic rage 
Or placemco all tnmquUnty onef smiles. 
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This folio of four pages, happ} work' 
Which not e’en critics criticise , that holds 
Inquisitive attention, while I read, 

Fast bound m chains of silence, ^^hlch the 
fair, 

Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to 
break , 

What is it but a map of busy life, 

Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns? 
Here runs the mountainous and cragg> 
ndge 

That tempts Ambition On the summit 
see 

The seals of office glitter in his eyes, 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them ! At 
his heels. 

Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends, 
And with a dexterous jerk soon twists him 
down, 

And wins them, but to lose them in his 
turn 

Here nils of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take. 
The modest speaker is ashamed and 
grieved 

To engross a moment’s notice, and yet begs, 
Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts. 
However trivial all that he conceives 
Sweet bashfulness! it claims at least this 
praise , 
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The deartli of InformnUon and good wntc 
That Jl foretell* u» alicn>i come* to pa**. 
Catnrtcts of declamation thunder here 
Tbero forest* of no meanlog spread the 

In vhlch all comprehension wanders lost 
AVhlla field* of pleasantry amuse u* there 
With mer r y descant* on n nation • woe*. 
The rest appear* a wDdernet* of *tmnBr 
But gay confusKm rose* for the cheek* 
And nUes for the bro*k*a of faded age 
Teerth for the loothleis nnglet* for the 
bald 

HeaN-en earth and ocean plundered of 
Ibeir tweets, 

Nectoreou* essence* Olympian dew* 
Sermon* anddtyfca*t* and favourite alra 
/Ethereal }ourDey» *0170101100 eaplolt* 
And Katerfelto »dlh his hair on cod 
At his own wonder* wondering for hi* 
bread. 

T*!* pleasant thioogh the loophole* of 
retreat. 

To peep at ruch a notid to see the «df 
Of the great Babel and not feel the crc m il 
To hear the roar the tend* through all her 
gate* 

At a safe dlstanoe, where the dying *outid 
Fall*, a *oft murmur on the uninjured car 
Thu* sitting and surveying thus at cote 
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Tlie globe and its concerns, I seem ad- 
vanced 

To some secure and more than mortal 
height, 

That liberates and exempts me from them 
all 

It turns submitted to mj view, turns 
round 

With all its generations, I behold 
The tumult, and am still The sound of 
war 

Has lost its terrors ere it reaches me, 
Gneves, but alarms me not I mourn the 
pride 

And avarice that make man a ivolf to 
man, 

Hear tlie faint echo tliose brazen 
throats, 

By which he speaks the language of Ins 
heart, 

And sigh, but never tremble at the sound 
He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flower to flower, so he from land 
to land, 

The manners, customs, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the store he gleans. 
He sucks intelligence in ever}' clime, 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return — a rich repast for me 
He travels, and I too I tread his deck, 
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Atctfld hl» topmait throuf;h hla fnxnng 

ejt* 

Dacm-er counlnes wth a kindred heart 
SafTer hii ynn and share In his escape* 
While fancy like the finger of a dock 
Runs the great circuit and Is stlU at home. 

O Winter ruler of the in\‘etled year 
Thy scatter’d harr with sleet Hke ashes 

fiird 

Thy breath congeal d upon thy Ups thy 
cheeks 

Fnnged with a beard made white with 
other inowi 

Than those of age thy fortbead wrappd 
in clouds 

A leafless branch thy sceptre and thy 
throne 

A sfidlng cor indebted to no wheels 
But urgd b} storms along Its slippery 
way 

I love thee all unlovely os thou seemst 
And dreaded os thou art I Thou holdst 
the ton 

A prisoner in the yet undawnIng east 
Shortening his journey bel»*eeTi mom and 
noon 

And harrying him Impatient of his stay 
Down to the rosy west but Idndly still 
Compensating his lots with added hours 
Of todol co n ver s e and Instructive case 
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Atid gntlicrintt, nt short notice, in one 
group 

The famil} dispersed, and fixing liiouglu. 
Not less dibpersed b\ di} light and its 
carts 

I croun ihct King of intimate delights, 
Fireside enjojnu nts, home-horn happiness, 
And all the comforts that the louK roof 
Of undisiurb’d Retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening know 
No ritthng \s heels stop short hefon these* 
gates , 

No powder’d pert proficie'nt m the irt 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the street rings, no stationar) steeds 
Cough llicir own knell, while, heedless of 
the sound, 

The silent arclc fan thcmscKcs, and 
quake 

But here the needle plies its bus\ task. 
The pattern grows, the well -depicted 
flow'cr, 

AVrought patientl} into the snow\ lae\n, 
Unfolds Its bosom, buds, and Icues, and 
sprigs. 

And curling tendnls, gracefulh disposed, 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair, 

A wreath, that cannot fade, of flowers that 
blow 

With most success when all besides dcca\ 
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The poeti or hUtorinne page by ofw 
Made vocal for tho omosement of the rest 
The sprightly lyre whoso treasure of sweet 
souods 

The touch from many a trembling chord 
shakes out 

And the dear voice S3rrophonious yet dis* 
tinct. 

And In the charming strife tnomphant 
stUl 

BeguHe the night, attd set a keener edge 
On female industry tho thrteded steel 
Files swiftly and uofelt the task proceeds. 
The volucne dosed, the customary ntes 
Of the last meal commence a Roman 
meal 

Such as the mistress of the world once 
found 

Detldons when her patriots of high note, 
Perbape by moonlight, at thdr humble 
doora. 

And under an old oak’s domestk shade 
Enjoy’d spore feast I a radish and an egg I 
Di sc o arse ensues, not tririal, yet not dull. 
Nor such as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy or prosenbes tho sound of mirth 
Nor do we madly like an impious world. 
Who deem religion freniy and the God 
That mode them an intruder on their 

joy*. 
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Start at His awful ftame, or deem His 
praise 

A jarnng note, themes of a graver tone, 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love. 
While we retrace with Memory’s pointing 
wand, 

That calls the past to our exact review, 
The dangers we have ’scaped, the broken 
snare, 

The disappointed foe, deliverance found 
Unlook’d for, life preserved, and peace re- 
stored. 

Fruits of omnipotent eternal love 
Oh evenings worthy of the gods ' exclaim’d 
The Sabine bard Oh evenings, I reply, 
More to be prized and coveted than yours. 
As more illumined, and with nobler truths. 
That I, and mine, and tliose we love, en- 
joy 

Is Winter hideous in a garb like this^ 
Needs he tlie trag-ic fur, the smoke of 
lamps. 

The pent-up breath of an unsavoury 
throng. 

To thaw him into feeling, or the smart 
And snappish dialogue, that flippant wits 
Call comedy, to prompt him with a smile’ 
The self-complacent actor, when he views 
(Stealing a sidelong glance at a full house) 
The slope of faces from the floor to roof 
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(Aj if one nmiter «pring controU d them 

an ) 

Relax d into a unirersal 0nn 
Sees not a countenance there that speaks 
of Joy 

Half so reGned or so sincere as ours. 
Cards were superfluous here, with all the 
tricks 

Tha^ Idleness has ever yet contrired 
To fill the void of an unfumuh d brain 
To palliate dulness and ghre time a shore. 
Time as be passes us has a ckne s wing* 
Uosoil d and swift and of a silken sound 
But the World s Time Is Tune In masque 
rade! 

Tbein should 1 paint him has his pinions 
fledged 

With motley plumes and where the pea- 
cock shows 

His azure eyes Is tinctured black and 
red 

With spots quadrangular of diamond form 
Ensanguined hearts, dubs typical of strife, 
And spades the emUem of untimely 
graves. 

What should be, and what was an hour 
glass once 

Becomes a dice-box and a billiard mnce 
Wen does the work of hb destructive 
scythe. 
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Thus deck’d, he charms a \\orld whom 
Fashion blinds 

To his true north, most pleased when idle 
most. 

Whose only happy are their wasted hours 
E’en misses, at whose age their mothers 
wore 

The backstnng and the bib, assume the 
dress 

Of womanhood, sit pupils in the school 
Of card-devoted time, and, night by night 
Placed at some vacant comer of the board. 
Learn every trick, and soon play all the 
game 

But truce with censure Roving as I rove, 
Where shall I find an end, or how pro- 
ceed? 

As he that travels far oft turns aside. 

To view some rugged rock or mouldenng 
tower, 

Which seen delights him not, then, com- 
ing home, 

Describes and prints it, that tlie world may 
know 

How far he went for what was nothing 
worth , 

So I, with brush in hand and pallet spread. 
With colours mix’d for a far different use, 
Paint cards, and dolls, and every idle thing 
That Fancy finds in her excurswe flights 
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Come Evening once ngnm season of 
peace 

Return trt-oet E\*cmng and coothiue long! 
Meihloka I »ee thee in the rtrenky we*t, 
With matnDn step »low*«iOTiQg while the 
Night 

Treads on tby sweeping tram one hand 
employ d 

In letting loll the curtain of repose 
On bird and beast the other charged for 
man 

With sweet obli\doo of the cares of day 
Not sumptuously ndom d nor needing nid 
Like homely featured Night of dustenog 
gems 

A star or two, Just twinkhng on thy br o w 
SufSces thee save that the moon b thine 
No less than bers, not w orn indeed on 
high 

With ostentatious pngenntrj but set 
With modest grandeur In th) purple rone, 
Respleadent less but of on ampler ruund- 
Coroe then and thou shall find thy votary 
calm 

Or make mo so Composure is thy gift 
And whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books to music, or the poet's toil 
To weaving nets for blrd-olluring fruit 
Or twining sUksn threads round Ivory 
reeb 
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When they command whom man was 
born to please, 

1 slight thee not, but make thee welcome 
still 

Just when our drawing-rooms begin to 
blaze 

With lights, by clear reflection multiplied 
From many a mirror, m which he of Gath, 
Goliath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, towering crest 
and all, 

My pleasures too begin But me perhaps 
The glowing hearth may satisfj awhile 
With faint illumination, that uplifts 
The shadows to the ceiling, there by fits 
Dancing uncoutlily to the quivenng flame 
Not undelightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlour tw'ilight such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking 
mind, 

The mind contemplative, with some new 
theme 

Pregnant, or indisposed alike to all 
Laugh ye, who boast j'our more mercurial 
powers. 

That never feel a stupor, know'^ no pause, 
Nor need one, I am conscious, and 
confess. 

Fearless, a soul that does not always 
think. 
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Me oft has Faney ludicrous and wud 
Soothed with a i^'aklo^ dream of houses 
tcmen 

Tree*, chorche*, and etrange visage* ex 
press d 

In the red dnden while with ponag eje 
I gazed myself creating what 1 saw 
J^or let* amused, have I quiescent watch d 
The sooty films that play upon the bars 
Pendulous and foreboding In the new 
Of superstition prophesj'lDg still 
Though stUI deceived, some stranger’s 
near approach. 

Tls thus tlM onderstnodmg talte* repose 
In Indolent vacul^ of thought 
And steep* and is refresh d. Meanwhile 
the face 

Conrsals the mood lethargic with a mask 
Of deep ddlbenUion ob the man 
Were task d to his full strength absorb d 
aiKl lost. 

Thus oft reclined at ease 1 lose on hour 
At evenlog till at length the froedng 
blast 

That sweeps the bolted shutter summons 
home 

Tbe recollected poawi and, snapping 
short 

Tbe giassy threads with which the Fancy 
weaves 
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Her brittle toils, restores me to myself 
How Ctilm IS my recess, and how the 
frost, 

Raging- abroad, and the lOugh \\ind, 
endear 

The silence and the warmth enjoy’d 
within ' 

I saw the woods and fields at close of day 
A vanegated show, the meadous green. 
Though faded, and the lands, where latel} 
wa\ ed 

The golden harvest, of a mellow brown, 
Upturn’d so latel j' by the forceful share 
I saw far off the w'eedy fallow's smile 
With verdure not ‘unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 
His favounte herb, while all the leafless 
groves, 

That skirt the honzon, wore a sable hue. 
Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of eve 
To-morrow bnngs a change, a total 
change > 

Which even now, though silently per- 
form’d. 

And slowly, and by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal nature undergoes 
Fast falls a fleecy show'er the downy 
flakes 

Descending, and with never-ceasing lapse. 
Softly alighting upon all below, 
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AMlmtlate all obJecU. Earth receives 
Gladly the thicltenm^' mantle and the 
green 

And tender blade that fcard the chilling 
blast 

Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a %‘eiL 
Id such a world, so thorny and where 
none 

Finds happiness unbllghted or If found, 
^Vltbout some thlsU> sorrow at its side 
It seems the part of wisdom and no rin 
Against the law of love to measure lots 
With less disimguUh d than oursdvesj tliat 
thus 

We may with patience bear our moderate 
Olt 

And tympatbiee with others suffering 
more. 

U1 fares the trav'cUer nos and he that 
stalks 

In ponderous boots beside his reeldog 
team. 

Tbe wain goes hea\-Uy Impeded sore 
By congregated loads adhering dose 
To the dogg’d wheels and in Its sluggish 
pace 

Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow 
Tbe tdrmg steeds expand the nostril 
wide 

^VhUe every breath, by resplrntiori strong 
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Forced downward, is consolidated soon 
Upon their jutting chests He, form’d to 
bear 

The pelting brunt of the tempestuous 
night. 

With half-shut eyes, and pucker’d cheeks, 
and teeth 

Presented bare against the storm, plods on 
One hand secures his hat, sa\ e w hen w ith 
both 

He brandishes his pliant length of whip, 
Resounding oft, and never heard in \ain 
Oh happy I and in my account, denied 
The sensibiht)' of pain with which 
Refinement is endued, tlmce happj thou ! 
Thy frame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 
The pierang cold, but feels it ummpair’d 
The learned finger never need explore 
Thy \ngorous pulse, and the unhealthful 
east. 

That breathes tlie spleen, and searches 
every bone 

Of the infirm, is wholesome air to thee 
Thy days roll on exempt from household 
care, 

Thy waggon is thy wife, and tlie poor 
beasts. 

That drag the dull companion to and fro. 
Thine helpless charge, dependent on thy 
care 

232 



THE mNTER EVENING 


Ah treat them kuicUjt rude oj thou 
oppoor’ft 

\et show that thou host mercy I which 
the ffreat 

With Deedle*3 hurry whirl d from place 
to place 

Humane u they would se e m , not always 
■how 

Poor jret Industnoue modest, quiet 
neat, 

Such dalm compassion In a night like this, 

And have a friend ui e?wy feeUng heart 

Warmd while U lasts by labour all day 
long 

They bntve the season and yet find at ove 

III dad and fed but tparel> time to cooL 

The frugal housewife trembles when iho 
lights 

Her scanty stock of brushwood, hladng 
clear 

But dying soon like oJ! terrestrial joys. 

The few small embers left she nurses well 

And, while her Infrtot race %Hth outspread 
hands. 

And crowded knees, sit c ow eri ng o’er the 
sparks 

Retires content to quake so they be 
warm d- 

Tbe man feels least, as more loured than 
she 
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To winter, and the current in his veins 
More briskly moved by his severer toil, 
Yet he too finds his own distress in theirs 
The taper soon evtingfuish’d, which I saw 
Dangled along at the cold finger’s end 
Just when the day declined, and the brown 
loaf 

Lodged on the shelf, half eaten without 
sauce 

Of savoury cheese, or butter, costlier still. 
Sleep seems their only refuge for, alas. 
Where penury' is felt the thought is 
chained. 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are but 
few ' 

With all this tlinft they thrive not All 
the care. 

Ingenious Parsimony takes, but just 
Saves the small inventory, bed, and stool, 
Slullet, and old carved chest, from public 
sale 

They live, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands, but other boast 
have none 

To soothe their honest pnde, that scorns 
to beg. 

Nor comfort else, but in their mutual 
love 

I praise you much, ye meek and patient 
pair. 
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For jre are worthy chootiog rather far 
A dry but independent crust, hard earn d 
And eaten with a ilgfa, than to endure 
The rugged frowns and Insolent rebufis 
Of kmrv’e* In oOice, partial m the work 
Of distribution libesnl of thdr aid 
To damormis unportunltj In rags 
But ofttlmes deaf to tuppbants who would 
blush 

To wear a tatter’d garb howerer coarse 
Whom famine cannot reconcile to filth 
These ask with painful thyness and 
refused 

Became des er ving silently relu^ 1 
But be ye of good coumge 1 Time Itself 
Shall much befriend you. Time ihnll git’s 
increase 

And all your numerous progeny well 
traui d 

But helpless In few years shun find thnr 
hands 

And labour too. Meanwhile j-e shall not 
want 

What, conscious of your virtues, we can 
spare 

Nor what a wealthier than ourselves maj 
send. 

I mean the man who when the distant poor 
Need help denies them nothing but bis 
name. 
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But poverty with most, who whimper 
forth 

Their long complaints, is self-inflicted woe, 
The effect of la2iness or sottish w%aste 
Now goes the nightly thief prowding 
abroad 

For plunder, much solicitous how’ best 
He may compensate for a day of sloth 
By w'orks of darkness and nocturnal 
w^rong 

Woe to the gardener’s pale, the farmer’s 
hedge, 

Plash’d neatly, and secured with driven 
stakes 

Deep in the loamy bank Uptorn bj 
strength. 

Resistless in so bad a cause, but lame 
To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil. 
An ass’s burden, and, when laden most 
And heaviest, light of foot steals fast 
aw'ay 

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 
The well -stack’d pile of nven logs and 
roots 

From his perniaous force Nor will he 
leave 

Unwrench’d the door, how’^ever w^ell secured. 
Where Chanticleer amidst his harem sleeps 
In unsuspecting pomp Twitch’d from the 
perch, 
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He glres the princdy bW with oil hli 
wives. 

To hli \'oradcras bog struggiiog in vela 

And krudly wondering at the sudden 
change. 

Nor this to feed his own. T wrere some 
excuse 

Did pity of their sufTeriogs wurp aside 

HU principle and tempt him into sin 

For their support, so destitute. But they 

N^ected pine at home themsehxs os 
more 

Exposed than others with less scruple 
made 

HU rictims, robbd of tbelr ddenceJess 
all. 

Cruel Is all be doea. Tis quenchless 
thirst 

Of ruinous ebnety that prompts 

His ei’cry action and imbrutes the man. 

Oh for a law to noose the 'illain s neck 

Who starves his own who persecutes the 
blood 

He gave them In his cbildren • veins and 
hates 

Aod wrongs the woman he has swcuu to 
level 

Pose where we may through aty or 
through town 

Village, or hamlet of thU meny land 
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Though It. in anti beggar’d, c\cn twentieth 
pace 

Conducts tlic unguarded nose to such a 
w liifT 

Of stale debaucli, forth issuing from the 
stjes 

That Law has licensed, as makes temper- 
ance reel 

There sit, intolvcd and lost in curling 
clouds 

Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the 
boor. 

The lackej’, and the groom the craftsman 
there 

Takes a Letliean leave of all Ins toil, 

Smith, cobbler, joiner, he that plies the 
shears, 

And he that kneads the dough, all loud 
alike. 

All learned, and all drunk The fiddle 
screams 

Plaintive and piteous, as it wept and 
wad’d 

Its w'asted tones and harmony unheard 

Fierce the dispute, wdiate’er the tlieme, 
while she, 

Fell Discord, arbitress of such debate. 

Perch’d on the sign-post, holds wath even 
hand 

Her undecisive scales In this she lavs 
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A UT^ght of Jgnornnce in that, of pride 
And smiles delighted n*ilh the etenuU 
pobc. 

Dire IS the frequent curse, and its twin 
sound 

The cheek distending oath not to be 
praised 

As ornamental musical polite 
Uko those which modem senators employ 
Whoso oath Is rhetoric, and who rwear 
for famel 

B^Kitd the schools in which plebeian 
minds, 

Once simple, are InituUed iQ arts 
Which some may practise with politer 
grace 

But none with readier skiill — Tls here 
they leant 

The rood that leads from competence and 
peace 

To Indigence and rapine tUI at Inst 
Sodety gro wn weary of the load. 

Shakes her eocuml^d lap and casts 
them ouL 

But censure profits DtUe vain the attempt 
To advertise in \‘erse a public pest. 

That, like the filth with which the peasant 
feeds 

HU hungry acres, stloks and is of use. 
The eacite Is fatten d with the rich result 
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Of all this not, and ten thousand caslcs, 
For ever dribbling out their base contents, 
Touch’d by the Midas finger of the state. 
Bleed gold for ministers to sport awaj 
Dnnk, and be mad then, ’t is your country 
bids ! 

Glonously drunk, obey the important call ' 
Her cause demands the assistance of your 
throats, — 

Ye all can swallow, and she asks no 
more 

Would I had fallen upon those happier 
days. 

That poets celebrate, those golden times, 
And those Arcadian scenes, that Maro 
sings. 

And Sidney, warbler of poetic prose 
Nymphs were Dianas then, and swains 
had hearts 

That felt their virtues Innocence, it seems. 
From courts dismiss’d, found shelter in 
tlie groves. 

The footsteps of Simplicity, impress’d 
Upon the yielding herbage, (so they sing), 
Then were not all effaced the speech 
profane 

And manners profligate were rarely found, 
Observed as prodigpes, and soon reclaim’d 
Vain wish! those days were never airj" 
dreams 
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SiU for the picture and the pooti hand. 
Imparting sid»taace to an empty shade. 
Imposed a gay deliriuin for a truth. 

Grant It* — I »tin must envy them an age 
That favour’d such a dream m days hTce 
these 

Impossible, when Virtue is so scarce. 
That to suppose a scene where she pre- 
sides 

Is tramontane, and stumbles ah belief 
No we are polish d oow I The rural lass 
Whom once her virgin rnodesty and grace, 
Her artless manners, and her neat attire, 
So dlgniBed that she was hardly leas 
Than the &ir shepherdess of old romance, 
la seen oo more The character is lost I 
Her head adorn d with lappets pinn d 
alo/^ 

And ribands streanung gay superbly 
raised 

And magnified beyond all human rise. 
Indebted to some smart wig weaver's 
hand 

For more than half the tresses it sustains 
Her elbows ruffled and her tottering form 
111 proppd upon French heels she might 
be deem d 

(But that the basket dangiing on her arm 
Interpre ts her more truly) of a rank 
Too proud for daby work, or sale of eggs. 
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Expect her soon witli footboy at her heels, 
No longer blushing foi her awlcnard load, 
Her tram and her umbrella all her care ' 
The town has tinged the countr}^ and 
the stain 

\ppears a spot upon a vestal’s robe, 

The worse for what it soils The fashion 
runs 

Down into scenes still rural, but, alas' 
Scenes rarely graced with rural manners 
now ' 

Time was when in the pastoral retreat 
The unguarded door was safe, men did 
not watch 

To invade another’s right, or guard their 
own 

Then sleep was undisturb’d by fear, un- 
scared 

By drunken bowlings, and the chilling 
tale 

Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 
With doubtful credit, told to frighten 
babes 

But farewell now to unsuspicious nights, 
And slumbers unalarm’d I Now, ere you 
sleep, 

See that your polish’d arms be primed 
with care, 

And drop tlie nightbolt , — ruffians are 
abroad , 
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■\Dd the firtt laruin of the cock • ehrlD 
throat 

May prove n trumpet summoning your ear 
To horrid »ound* of hostfle feet within. 
E'en dayOgfat has It* dangers and the 
walk 

Through pathless wastes and woods uo- 
consQous oocc 

Of other tenants than melodious hirdf. 

Or harmless docks is hazardous and bold. 
Lamented change I to which full many a 
cause 

I n veter a te, hopeless of a cure, conspire*. 
The coarse of bumao things hr^in good 
to m 

From UJ to worse U fatal, nerer fiuls. 
Increase of power begets mcrease of 
wealth 

Wealth luiury and luxury excess 
Excess, the scroftilous and itchy plague. 
That seizes hrst the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious and in time 
Tamts downward aD the graduated scale 
Of order from the chariot to the plough. 
The neb and they that have an arm to 
check 

The Eceoce of the lowest ui degree, 
D es ert their ofiice and themselves, intent 
On pleasure haunt the capital and thus 
To all the vloleiice of lawless hands 
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Resign the scenes their presence might 
protect 

Authont)' herself not seldom sleeps, 
Though resident, and witness of the 
wrong 

The plump convivial parson often bears 
The magisterial sword in \am, and lays 
His reverence and hiS worship both to 
rest 

On the same cushion of habitual sloth 
Perhaps timidit)"^ restrains his arm, 

When he should strike he trembles, and 
sets free. 

Himself enslaved by terror of the band, 
The audacious convict, whom he dares 
not bind 

Perhaps, though by profession ghostly 
pure. 

He too may have his vice, and sometimes 
prove 

Less dainty than becomes his grave out- 
side 

In lucrative concerns Examine well 
His milk-white hand, the palm is hardly 
clean — 

But here and there an ugly smutch 
appears 

Fohl ’twas a bribe that left it he has 
touch’d 

Corruption' Whoso seeks an audit here 
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Propitious payi hi* tribute gume or fish 
Wildfowl or vottuon, end hi* errnnd 
epeed*. 

But Guter Gar and more than all the rect, 
A noble cause which nooe who bears a 
.sparie 

Of puUlc virtue, ever wi*h d remo\'ed, 
Wories the deplored and mlschm'ou* effect. 
*T 1 * universal soldiertlnp ho* stabb d 
The heart of merit In the meaner rlni*. 
Arms through the I’anilj and brainless 
TTLgt 

Of those duLt bear them in whatever 
cause, 

Seem most at vanaoce with all moral good, 
And incompatible with serious thought 
The down the child of nature without 
guile, 

Blest with an iniants Ignorance of all 
But hb own simple pleasure* now and 
then 

A wrestling match a foot race or a fair 
Is balloted, and trembles at the news 
Sheepish he doATs bis hat, and mumbling 
swears 

A bible-oath to be wfaateer they please 
To do be knowa not what 7^ task 
perform d. 

That instant ho become* the sergeant’s 
care, 
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His pupil, and his torment, and his jest 
His awkward gait, his introverted toes. 
Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected 
looks 

Procure him many a curse By slow 
degrees. 

Unapt to learn, and form’d of stubborn 
stuff, 

He yet by slow degrees puts off himself. 
Grows conscious cf a change, and likes it 
well 

He stands erect , his slouch becomes a 
walk, ' 

He steps nght onward, martial in his air. 
His form, and movement , is - as smart 
above ' 

As meal and larded locks can mhke him , 
wears 

His hat, or his plumed helmet, with a 
grace. 

And, his three years of heroship expired. 
Returns indignant to the slighted plough 
He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him, drives his cattle to a march. 
And sighs for the smart comrades he has 
left 

’T were well if his extenor change wer6 
all- 

But with his clumsy port the wretch has 
lost 
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His ignonuK* and honnlos manners too. 
To twcAT to game, to drink to tbow at 
home 

By lewdnets idleaets aod Sabbath breach. 
The great proBaency he made abroad 
To astomsh and to gnere his gazing 
frieods 

To break some maiden s and hu mother • 
heart 

To be a pest where he was useful once 
Are bis sole aim and all hb glory now 
Man In society U like a dower 
Blown In its native bed tb there alone 
His dicaltlet, expanded in lull bloom 
Shine out there only reach their proper 
use. 

But man associated aod leagued with 
man 

By regal warrant, or self join d by bond 
For Intere s t aatre or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war 
Like flowers sdected from the rest, and 
bound 

And buxKlled dose to fill some cr o w ded 
vase 

Fades rapidly and by compression raarr’d 
Contracts defilement not to bo endured. 
Hence charter’d boroughs are such public 
plagues 

And burghers men immaculate perhaps 
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In <ill their pruate Tunctions, once com- 
bined, 

Become a loathsome bod) , only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the mam 
Hence mercliants, unimpeachable of sin 
Against the chanties of domestic life, 
Incorporated, seem at once to lose 
Their nature, and, disclaiming all regard 
For mere) and the common rights of man. 
Build factories uith blood, conducting 
trade 

At the sword’s point, and dyeing the \\ hite 
robe 

Of innocent commercial Justice red 
Hence too the field of glor)', as tlie world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bnght arra). 
With all Its majesty of thundering pomp, 
Enchanting music and immortal wreaths, 
Is but a school, wdierc thoughtlessness is 
taught 

On pnnciple, where foppeiy' atones 
For folly, gallantry for ever)' vice 

But slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandon’d, and, wdiich still I more regret. 
Infected wnth tlie manners and the modes 
It knew not once, tlie country wans me 
still 

I never framed a wash, or form’d a plan, 
That flatter’d me witli hopes of earthly 
bliss. 
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Hut there I laid iho fccne Tl»erc <T\riy 
itray’d 

My fiiocy ere yet liberty of cholcr 
Had foi^ me or the hope of bcln|f free 
My very dream* were nmd rural too 
The fifft-born efforti of my youthful muse 
Sportive and jlngOnf? ben pocttc bells 
Cre yet her ear mu nustress of tbeir 
powers. 

ho bard could please roe but a hose lyn 
wns tur>ed 

To Natures praise*. Heroes and (heir 
feat* 

Fadgved ow oe^•er weauy of the pipe 
Of Tltyrus, assembling os he cang 
Tbe rustic throng beneath his fritounte 
beech. 

Then MUton hod indeed a poets charms 
New to my taste bis Paradise surpassd 
The stnig^ng elTorU of my bojisli tongue 
To speafr its excellence. 1 danced for joy 
I marvelld much that, at so ripe an age 
A* twice seven years his beauties had 
then first 

Engaged my wonder and admiring still. 
And still admiring with re g re t supposed 
Tbe joy half lost because not sooner found. 
Thee too enamour'd of the life I loved. 
Pathetic hi Its praise fai Its pursuit 
Determined and possessing it at last, 
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WiUi Iranspoils, such as fa\our’d lo\ers 
feel, 

I studied, pnzed, and wish’d that I had 
known, 

Ingenious Cowley' and, though now re- 
claim’d 

modern lights from' an erroneous taste, 
I cannot but lament thj splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools 
1 still revere thee, courtly though retired, 
Though stretch’d at ease in Chertsey’s 
silent bow’ers. 

Not unemploy’d, and finding rich amends 
For a lost world in solitude and verse 
’T is born w'lth all the love of Nature’s 
w'orks 

Is an ingredient in the compound man, 
Infused at the creation of the kind 
And, though the Almighty Maker has 
throughout 

Discriminated each from each, by' strokes 
And touches of His hand, w'lth so much 
art 

Diversified, that two w'ere never found 
Tw'ins at all points — yet this obtains in 
all. 

That all discern a beauty' in His works. 
And all can taste them minds that have 
been form’d 

And tutor’d, w'lth a relish more exact, 
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But none without tome rdisb none un 
nKne<L 

It b a flame that (fiei not e^-en thefo 
^Vbere nolhlnp feedj It neither bu<lnesf 
crowd*. 

Nor habit* of lururkni* cilf life 
W'hatci'or el*e the) tmother of true worth 
In human bosom*, qucncli It or obate 
The Villa* with which London stand* 
begirt 

Like a rmrth Iridlan with hi* belt of bead*. 
Prove 1 l a breath of unodulterate nlr 
The gUmpte of a green pasture ho« they 
cheer 

The atUen and brace hu languid frame! 
E m In the ctUlmg bo^om of the town 
A garden In which nothing thrives hn» 
charms 

That acxnhe the ncli po^>essor much 
consoled 

That here and there some spnga of mourn* 
ful mint 

Of nightshade, or valerian grace the svell 
He cultlTUle*. Tliesc serve him with a 
hint 

That Nature lives thnt tlght-refreshmg 
green 

Is still the Dmy she delights to wear 
Though sickly samples of the exuberant 
whole. 
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What are the casements lined with creep- 
ing’ herbs, 

The prouder sashes fronted wiUi a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed, 
The Frcncliman’s darling’ are thej not all 
proofs 

That man, immured in cities, still retains 
His inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of rural scenes, compensating his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best he nia} ’ 
The most unfurmsh’d %Mth the means of 
life. 

And they that never pass their bnck wall 
bounds, 

To range the fields and treat their lungs 
with air, 

Yet feel the burning instinct o\er head 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick, 
And water’d dul} There tlie pitcher 
stands, 

A fragment, and tlie spoutless teapot there, 
Sad witnesses how' close-pent man regrets 
The countrjs w ith w'hat ardour he 
contrives 

A peep at Nature, wdien he can no more 
Hail, therefore, patroness of health and 
ease 

And contemplation, heart-consoling J03'S, 
And harmless pleasures, in the throng’d 
abode 
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Of multltndes uokiKnml hBll nixU life I 
Address himself who will to the punolt 
Of honours or ctnolumant or fame 
1 shall not add myself to such a chase 
Thwart his attempts or envy Us sncccti. 
Some cmist be great. Great offices wiU 
have 

Great talents And God gi Tca to every 
man 

The virtue, temper understanding taste. 
That Ufta him into hfe, and lets him fall 
Just m the niche he was ordam d to UL 
To the deliverer of an mjurcd land 
He gives a tongue to enlarge open a 
heart 

To feel and courage to redress her wrongs 
To monarrihJ dignity to judges sense 
To artists Ingeourty and skill 
To me an unamUdous mind, content 
In the low rale of life, that early felt 
A wish for ease and leisure and ere long 
Found here that leisure and that ease 1 
wiib d. 


FROM THE GARDEN 

Oh blest seclusion from a jamng world, 
WUch be thus occupied, enjoys 1 Retreat 
Cannot Indeed to gruUtjr man restore 
Lost innoceoce, or cancel follies past 
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But it has peace, and mucli secures the 
mind 

From all assaults of e\il, proMog still 
A faithful barrier, not o’erlcap’d with case 
By VICIOUS Custom, raging’ uncontroll’d 
Abroad, and desolating public life 
When fierce temptation, seconded vithin 
By traitor Appetite, and arm’d with darts 
Temper’d in Hell, invades the throbbing 
breast. 

To combat may be glonous, and success 
Perhaps may crown us, but to fly is safe 
Had I the choice of sublunar)' good. 
What could I wash, that I possess not here’ 
Health, leisure, means to improve it, 
friendship, peace. 

No loose or wanton, though a vvandenng, 
muse. 

And constant occupabon without care 
Thus blest I draw a picture of that bliss, 
Hopeless indeed, that dissipated minds, 
And profligate abusers of a w'orld 
Created fair so much in vain for them. 
Should seek the guiltless joys that I 
describe, 

Allured by my report but sure no less 
That self - condemn’d they must neglect 
the prize, 

And what they wull not taste must yet 
approve 
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What wo admire we pnuoe and, when we 
praiae. 

Advance It Into notice, that, its worth 
Acknowledged, othen may admire it too. 
I ther e f or e recommend thou^ at the risk 
Ot popular disgust yet boldly stdl 
The cause of piety and sacred truth 
And virtue, and those scenes which God 
ordem d 

Should best secure them and promote 
them most 

Scenes that I love and with rej^ret 
perceive 

Fcrwken or through folly not enjoy d- 
Pure Is the nymph though liberal of her 
smiles 

And chaste, though uooonfined, whom I 
eatoL 

Not as the pnnce in Sbuaban when he 
call d 

Vainglonous of her charms, his Vajhtl 
forth 

To grace the full pavilion. His design 
Wes but to boast Us own peculiar good. 
Which all might view trith envy none 
partake. 

My charmer Is not mine alone my sweeta, 
And she that tweeteos all my bitters too 
Nature, enchantlag Nature, In whose fonn 
And bneaments dxvlnd I trace a hand 
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That errs not, and find raptures still 
renew’d, 

Is free to all men — universal prize 
Strange that so fair a creature should 
yet want 

Admirers, and be destined to dnide 
With meaner objects e’en the few she 
finds ! 

Stripp’d of her ornaments, her leaves, and 
flowers, 

She loses all her influence Cities then 
Attract us, and neglected Nature pines, 
Abandon’d, as unworthy of our love 
But are not wholesome airs, though un- 
perfumed 

By roses, and clear suns, though scarcely 
felt. 

And groves, if unharmonious, yet secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence 
charms, 

To be preferr’d to smoke, to the eclipse 
That metropolitan volcanoes make. 

Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness 
all day long, 

And to the stir of Commerce, driving slow. 
And thundering loud, with his ten thou- 
sand wheels? 

They would be, were not madness in the 
head. 

And folly in the heart, were England now 
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^Vhat England w»* plain hospitable, 
land, 

And undebauch <L But wc have bid fare- 
well 

To all the vlrtuei of those better da3n 
And all their honest pleasures. Manstoni 
once 

Know thcir own masterB and laborwus 
hinds 

TTiat had Burvtved tho fotber serv’d the son 
Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Ib but a transient guest, newly arrived 
And toon to be supplanted. He that saw 
Hii patrimonial timber cast its leaf 
Sells the last scantling and transfers the 
price 

To some sh re wd sharper ere it buds 
again 

Estates are landscapes gaxed upon awhile 
Then advertised, and auctioneer'd away 
Tho country starvea and they that feed 
the o ercharged 

And surfeited lewd (own with her fiur 
dues 

By a just judgment strip and starve them 
•dret. 

The wings that waft our nches out of 
right 

Grow on the gamester a elbqwB and the 
alert 
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And nimble motion of those restless joints, 
That never tire, soon fans them all away 
Improvement too, the idol of the age. 

Is fed with many a victim 

THE WINTER MORNING WALK 
THE ARGUMENT 

A frosty morning — The foddering of cattle — The woodman 
and his dog — The poultry — Whimsical effects of frost at a 
waterfall — The Empress of Russia s palace of ice — Amuse- 
ments of monarchs — War, one of them — Wars, whence — 
And whence monarchy — The evils of it — English and 
French loyalty contrasted — The Bastille, and a pnsoner 
there — Liberty the chief recommendation of this country — 
Modem patriotism questionable, and why — The perishable 
nature of the best human institutions — Spiritual liberty not 
penshable — The slavish state of man by nature — DeUver 
him. Deist, if you can — Grace must do it — The respective 
merits of patriots and martyrs stated — Their different 
treatment — Happy freedom of the man whom grace 
makes free — His relish of the works of God — ^Address to 
the Creator 


’T IS morning, and the sun, with ruddy orb 
Ascending, fires the horizon , while the 
clouds, 

That crowd away before the dnving wind. 
More ardent as the disk emerges more, 
Resemble most some city m a blaze, 

Seen through the leafless wood His 
slanbng ray 
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Their wonted fodder, not hke hungenng 
man, 

Fretful if unsupplied, but silent, meek. 
And patient of the slow-paced swain’s 
delay 

He from the stack carves out the accus- 
tom’d load, 

Deep plunging, and again deep plunging 
oft, 

His broad keen knife into the solid mass 
Smooth as a wall the upright remnant 
stands, 

With such undeviating and even force 
He severs it away no needless care, 

Lest storms should overset the leaning pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight 
Forth goes the woodman, leaving uncon- 
cem’d 

The cheerful haunts of man, to wield the 
axe 

And drive the \\ edge in yonder forest drear, 
From morn to eve his solitary task 
Shagg)^ and lean, and shrewd, witli 
pointed ears 

And tail cropp’d short, half lurcher and 
half cur, 

His dog attends him Close behind his 
heel 

Now creeps he slow, and now, with many 
a frisk 
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»campcring sruitche* up the drifted 
«now 

With Jvury teeth or ploughs it witH bis 

SQOUt 

Then shakes Ills powder d coat and barks 
for joy 

Heedless aU fats pranks, the sturdy chuH 

Moves right toward the mark doc stops 
for aught. 

But now arxl then with pressure of his 
thumb 

To adjust the fragrant charge of a short 
tube. 

That fumes beneath his nose the trailing 
cloud 

Streams £ar behind bim scenbog all the 
air 

Now from the roost or from the neighbour 
Ing p»te 

Where, diligent to catch the first faint 
gleam 

Of smiling day they gossip d side by 
tide, 

Come trooping at tbe housewife s well 
known call 

The feather’d tribes domestic. Half on 
wing 

And hfllF oq foot they brush the fleecy 
flood 

Consdcxu and fearful of too deep a plunge. 
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The sparrows peep, and quit the sheltering’ 
eaves, 

To ‘seize the fair occasion well they eye 
The scatter’d grain, and thievishly resohed 
To escape tlie impending famine, often 
scared 

As oft return, a pert voracious kind 
Clean riddance quickly made, one only care 
Remains to each, the search of sunny nook, 
Or shed impervious to the blast Resign’d 
To sad necessity, the cock foregoes 
His ■wonted strut, and, wading at their head 
With w'ell-consider’d steps, seems to resent 
His alter’d gait and stateliness retrench’d 
How find the myriads, that in summer 
cheer 

The hills and valleys wnth their ceaseless 
songs, 

Due sustenance, or where subsist they 
now^? 

Earth yields them nought the imprison’d 
worm IS safe 

Beneath the frozen clod , all seeds of herbs 
Lie cover’d close, and berrj'-beanng thorns, 
That feed the thrush, (whatever some 
suppose,) 

Afford the smaller minstrels no supply 
The long protracted rigour of the year 
Thins all their numerous flocks In chinks 
and holes 
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Ten thou»ancl seek an unmolested end 
A* initlnct prompts self-buned ere they 
die. 

The Tcry rooks and daw* forsake the helds 
Where neither grub nor root, nor earth> 
nut, noa 

Repajs their labour more and, perch d 
alofl 

By the way-ride, or ttalkiDg In the path 
Lena penconen upon the tra^sUers track, 
Rck up their nauseous dole, though swe et 
to them 

Of NXiided pulse or balf-dlgested grain- 
The streams are lost amid the splendid 
blank 

0 erwhelming all dlstioction. On the 6ood 
Indorated and Exd the snowy srelght 
Lies undlssclved while silently beneath 
And uopercelred tbe current steals away 
Not so where, scornful of a check, Itleaps 
Tbe milUdam, dashes oo the restless wheel 
And wantons in the pebbly gulf below 
No frost r*" bind it there its utmost force 
Can but arrest the light and smoky mist 
That in its frdl tbe liquid sheet throws 
wide 

And see where it bos hung the embroider’d 
hnnW 

With forms so various that no powers of 
art » 
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The pencil or the pen, may trace the scene ' 
Here glittering turrets rise, upbearing 
high 

(Fantastic misarrangement ! ) on the roof 
Large growth of what may seem the 
sparkling trees 

And shrubs of faiiy land The crj'stal 
drops 

That trickle down the branches, fast con- 
geal’d. 

Shoot into pdlars of pellucid length. 

And prop the pile they but adorn’d before 
Here grotto within grotto safe defies 
The sunbeam , there, emboss’d and fretted 
wild. 

The growing wonder takes a thousarid 
shapes 

Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
The likeness of some object seen before 
Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art, 
And in defiance of her rival powers. 

By the^e fortuitous and random strokes 
Performing such inimitable feats 
As she with all her rules can never reach 
Less worthy of applause, tliough more 
admired. 

Because a novelty, the work of man. 
Imperial mistress of the fur-clad Russ' 
Thy most magnificent and mighty freak. 
The wonder of the North No forest fell 
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When thou UTDuldit build no quarry tent 
Its stores 

To enrich thy walls but thou didst hew 
the floods, 

And make thy marble of the glassy ware 
In such a palace Aristieus found 
Cyreoe when be bore the plalnth'e tale 
Of his lost bees to her maternal ear 
In such a palace Poetry might place 
The armoury of Winter where his troops. 
The gloomy douds flod weapons arrow y 
fleet, 

Skixt^ercing t'olJey bkisson>bruIring hall 
And snow that often blinds the trat'dler's 
couffe 

And wraps him In an unexpected tomb. 
SUently as a dream the fabnc rose 
No sound of hammer or of saw was there 
Ice upon ke the well-adjusted parts 
Were soon conjoin d nor other cement 
ask d 

Than water Interfused to make them one. 
Lamps gracefully disposed and of ah 
hues, 

IDumlned ever y ride a watery light 
Gleam d through the dear tran s pa r e n cy 
that see m d 

Another moon new risen or meteor fallen 
From heaven to earth of lambent flame 
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So stood the brittle prodigy , though 
smooth 

And slippery the materials, jet frost-bound 
Firm as a rock Nor wanted aught uithin, 
That roj’al residence might well befit, 

For grandeur or for use Long wavj' 
wreaths 

Of flowers, that fear’d no enemy but 
uarmth. 

Blush’d on the panels Mirror needed 
none 

Where all was vitreous , but in order due 
Convivial table and commodious seat 
(What seem’d at least commodious scat) 
were there, 

Sofa, and couch, and high -built throlie 
august 

The same lubncitj' was found in all, 

And all was moist to the warm touch, a 
scene 

Of evanescent glory, once a stream. 

And soon to slide into a stream again 
Alas ! ’t was but a mortifying stroke 
Of undesign’d seventj', that glanced 
(Made bj' a monarch) on her own estate. 
On human grandeur and the courts of 
kings 

’T was transient in its nature, as m show 
’T was durable , as worthless, as it seem’d 
Intrinsically precious, to the foot 
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Treachertnu and £alse it tnuled and It 
was cold. 

Groat pnnccs ba\T gmu playthjo^ 
Some hare play’d 

At bowing mountain into mon nod some 

At building human wonders mountain 
high. 

Some have amosed the dull sod j-ears of 

nfe 

(life spent In indolence, and therefoTe sad) 

With schemes of montuncntal &me and 
sought 

By pyromtds and mausolean pomp 

Short4j\*ed themseh'es, to immortalize their 
bones. 

Sofne seek d l rtf il on In the tented field 

And make tbe s or r ow s of mankind thesr 
sport. 

But war s a game, which were their sub* 
}ecti wise, 

Kings would not play aL Nations would 
do wen 

To extort thdr truncheons from the puny 
hands 

Of heroes, whose inSrm ond babj minds 

Are gratified with mischleC and who spoJ 

Because men sufier it their toj the World. 

When Babel was confounded and the 
great 

Confederacy of projectors wild and rain 
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Was split into diversitj of tongues, ' 
Then, as a shepherd separates his flock. 
These to the upland, to the \ alley those, 
God drave asunder, and assign’d their lot 
To all the nations Ample was the boon 
He gave them, in its distribution fair 
And equal, and He bade them dwell in 
peace 

Peace was awhile their care they plough’d, 
and sow^’d. 

And reap’d tlieir plenty w ithout grudge or 
strife. 

But violence can never longer sleep 
Than human passions please In e\er} 
heart 

Are sowm the sparks that kindle fiery war , 
Occasion needs but fan them, and they 
blaze 

Cain had already shed a brother’s blood. 
The deluge wash’d it out, but left un- 
quench’d 

The seeds of murder in the breast of man 
Soon by a righteous judgment in the line 
Of his descending progeny was found 
The first artificer of deatli, the shrewd 
Contriver, who first sw^eated at the forge. 
And forced the blunt and yet unbloodied 
steel 

To a keen edge, and made it bright for 
war 
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Him TabfU named the Vulcan of oid 
time*, 

The airord and iitlcfalon thrir Jarenfor 
claim 

And the 6r»t *nuth w** the fint murderer’* 
•on 

Hi* art furvivod the water* and ere long 
When man wai mulUpIled and spread 
abroad 

In tribes and dant and had begim to call 
Theta meadow* and that range of bJI* his 
own 

The tailed sweets of property begat 
Dealre of more and industry In some, 

To improve and cultirate their just de> 
mesne 

Made others c o vet what they saw so fair 
That war began oo earth these fought for 
fpoll 

And those In selMefence. Savage at first 
The onset and irregular At length 
One eminent above the rest for strength 
For fftratagem or courage, or for all 
Wa* chosen leader- him they served In war 
And him In peace, for sake of warUke deed* 
Reverenced no lest. AVho could with him 
Compaq? 

Or who so worthy to co ntr ol themielve* 
As he whose prowe** had subdued their 
foe*? 
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Thus war, affording field for the display 
Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of 
peace. 

Which have their exigencies too, and call 
For skill in government, at length made 
king 

King was a name too proud for man to 
wear 

With modesty and meekness , and the 
crown. 

So dazzling in their eyes who set it on. 
Was sure to intoxicate the brows it bound 
It IS the abject property of most. 

That, being parcel of the common mass. 
And destitute of means to raise themselves, 
They sink, and settle lower than they need 
They know not what it is to feel within 
A comprehensive faculty, that grasps 
Great purposes with ease, that turns and 
wields. 

Almost without an effort, plans too vast 
For their conception, which they cannot 
move 

Conscious of impotence they soon grow 
drunk 

With gazing, when they see an able man 
Step forth to notice, and, besotted thus. 
Build him a pedestal, and say, “ Stand 
there. 

And be our admiration and our praise” 
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T\v-j mil I\T» bff>ic Him lit thr 

<Ju«l 

Th n moTt d'*^'Tv|nfj In thdr rrtiin nccount 
n mmt ritrjxupont In hi npfilau-^ 
\» if rtahifip Him Ihry nu td thrmvchTt, 
THu» I-y drprm ^rlf^Iiralfd of (hrir tound 
And »oUt fudpm^mt thal he U l«l man 
TIk)’ dmtWnif and fume him w 
Tlwtt In dur waxon he forjjrtu it too 
Inflated and n«irut miih vjf-«ncrll 
lie pulp the «-lndj d t and rre lonp 
Vdopinfi theif miilake profoundlr llnnkn 
The «mld wm made In vain If not for 
I mi 

Thenceforth they are hit entile dmdpet 
bom 

To bear hi* bordent draadnp In hit pean 
And iwratm}^ m hit trmce hit capnee 
neeomet the tool that animates them all 
He derm* a (houtand. or ten Ihouaand 
llxr> 

*'jvnt In tlie punha r of rrnotrn for him 
An raiy reckonmp and iher IhlnV ilit 
*anir 

THui king tiTTP 6rft InxTtiled and lliu* 
king* 

\\eie bumtihd Intn heroet and became 
The arUtrrt of tli t t traquewt tmTimp 
**tOfkt among ffitj" that haxr but croak d 
arwl difd- 
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Strange, that such folly, as lifts bloated 
man 

To eminence fit only for a god. 

Should ever drivel out of human lips. 
E’en in the cradled weakness of the world ' 
Still stranger much, that when at length 
mankind 

Had reach’d the sinewy firmness of their 
youth. 

And could discriminate and argue well 
On subjects more mysterious, they were 
yet 

Babes in the cause of freedom, and should 
fear 

And quake before the gods themselves ha,d 
made 

But above measure strange, that neither 
proof 

Of sad experience, nor examples set 
By some, whose patriot virtue has prevail’d. 
Can even now, when they are grown 
mature 

In wisdom, and with philosophic deeps 
Familiar, serve to emancipate the rest' 
Such dupes are men to custom, and so 
prone 

To reverence what is ancient, and can 
plead 

A course of long observance for its use. 
That even servitude, the worst of ills, 
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Bccauje ddirer’d dowTi frtrm *ire to *00 
If kept and giianled ai a sacred tblagl 
But I* it fit, or can It bear the shock 
Of rational diacumon that a man 
Compounded and tnade up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous In whom lu*t 
And folly In ai ample measuro meet 
As m the boaoms of the flares he roles 
Should be a despot absolute and boast 
Himself the only freeman of hu land? 
Should, when he pleases, and on whom 
ho will 

Wage war with any or with do pretence 
Of prcn'ocatioQ g l reo or wmo^ sustain d 
And force the beggarly last ddt by means 
That his own humour dictataa from the 
dutch 

Of poverty that thus be may procure 
His thousands weary of penurious life, 

A splendid opportumly to die? 

Say ye who (with less prudence than of old 
Jothsm ascribed to hiS assembled trees 
Id pohhc convenboo) put your trust 
In the shadow of a bramble and rechned 
In fancied peace beneath his dangerous 
br anch 

Rejoice in him and celebrate his sway 
Where find ye pBsu>’e forbtude? WTieoce 
springs 

Your felf-denjdng xeal that bolds h pood 
(life) *73 T 
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To stroke the pnckly grievance, and to 
hang 

His thorns with streamers of continual 
praise? 

We too are friends to loyalt} We love 
The king who loves the law, respects his 
bounds. 

And reigns content within them him we 
serve 

Freely and with delight, who leaves us 
free 

But, recollecting still that he is man. 

We trust him not too far King though 
he be, 

And king in England too, he may be w eak, 
And vain enough to be ambitious still , 
May exercise amiss his proper powers. 

Or covet more than freemen choose to 
grant 

Beyond that mark is treason He is ours. 
To administer, to guard, to adorn the state, 
But not to warp or change iL We are his. 
To serve him nobly in the common cause. 
True to the death, but not to be his slaves 
Mark now the difference, ye that boast 
your love 

Of kings, between your loyalty and ours 
We love the man, the paltry pageant you 
We the chief patron of the commonwealth, 
You the regardless author of its w'oes 
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\\c for the sake of liberty n kinp 
'\ou chalni and bondage for a tjTsmt • 
coke. 

Our Icn-e b pHodpte and has its root 
In reason b Judicious, manly free 
^ ours, a blind Instinct crouches (o the rod 
Aod licks the foot that treads it in the dusL 
W ere kingship as true treastire as It seems. 
Sterling and worthy of a wise man s wish 
I would not be a king to be helmed 
Causeless, and daubd aiih undisceming 
praise 

Wb^ love Is mere attachment to the 
throne 

Vot to the man wbo 6Us it as he ought. 

^Vhose freedom Is b> suffemnee, and at 
will 

Of a superior he h never free. 

\Vho lives and Is not weary of a life 
Exposed to manacles deserves them welL 
The slate that strives for liberty though 
foird 

And forced to abandon wbot she bravely 
sought 

Deserves at least applause for her attempt 
And pity for ber loss. But that s a cause 
Not often unsuccessful power usurp d 
Is weakness when opposed conscious of 
wrong 

Tb pusnianimous and prone to flight 
>75 



THE TASK 


But slaves, that once conceive the glowing 
thought 

Of freedom, in that hope itself possess 
All that the contest calls for , spirit, 
strength, 

The scorn of danger, and united hearts, 
The surest presage of the good they seek 
Then shame to manhood, and oppro- 
brious more 

To France than all her losses and defeats, 
Old or of later date, by sea or land. 

Her house of bondage, worse than that of 
old 

Which God avenged on Pharoah — the Bas- 
tille 

Ye horrid towers, the abode of broken 
hearts , 

Ye dungeons, and ye cages of despair. 
That monarchs have supplied from age to 
age 

With music, such as suits their so\ereign 
ears. 

The sighs and groans of miserable men ’ 
There ’s not an English heart that would 
not leap 

To hear that ye were fallen at last, to know 
That e’en our enemies, so oft employ’d 
In forging chains for us, themselves nere 
free 

For he who values Liberty confines 
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His teal for her prtdotmnance within 
No narrow bound* her cause engage* 
bim 

Wherever pleaded. T u the cause of man. 
There dwell the most foriorn of human 
kind 

Immured thoii^ unacctued condemn d 
untried, 

Crudlj spared, and hopeless of escape I 
There, like the visionary emblem seen 
By him of Babylon life stands a stump 
AikI Sneted about with hoops of brass 
StUl Uv^ though an his pleasant boughs 
are gone 

To count the h9ur4>elJ and expect no 
change 

And ever a* the suDen sound is heard, 
Sdn to reflect, that, though a joyless note 
To him whose moments all have one dull 
pace. 

Ten thousand rovers In the world at large 
Account it music that It summons some 
To theatre or joctmd feast or ball 
The weaned hirriing finds it a release 
From labour and the lover who has chid 
It* long delay feel* every welcome stroke 
Upon hi* heart string* trembling with 
delight — 

To fly for refuge from ihstraoting thought 
To such amusements as ingemoiu woe 
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Contnves, hard shifting, and without her 
tools — 

To read engraven on the mouldy walls, 

In staggering types, his predecessor’s tale, 
A sad memorial, and subjoin his own — 
To turn purveyor to an overgorged 
And bloated spider, till the pamper’d pest 
Is made familiar, watches his approach, 
Comes at his call, and serves him for a 
fhend — 

To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
The studs that thick emboss his iron door. 
Then downward and then upward, then 
aslant, 

And then alternate, witli a sickly hope 
By dint of change to give his tasteless task 
Some relish, till the sum exactly found 
In all directions, he begins again — 

Oh comfortless existence’ hemm’d around 
With woes, which who that suffers would 
not kneel < 

And beg for exile, or the pangs of death? 
That man should thus encroach on feUow 
man, 

Abridge him of his just and native rights, 
Eradicate him, tear him from his hold 
Upon the endearments of domestic life 
And social, nip his fruitfulness and use. 
And doom him for perhaps a heedless word 
To barrenness, and solitude, and tears, 
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More* lodignAtioo make* the oune of 
king 

(Of long whom tuch prtrogativo can 
please) 

As dreaiifLiI as the Manichean go<l. 
Adored through fear strong only to de- 
stroy 

Tu liberty alone that gives the flower 
Of fleeting TUe its lustre and perfume; 
And we are weeds without it AH con- 
straint. 

Except what wisdom laj^ on evil men 
la evil burta the faculties impedes 
Their progre M tn the road of saence 
blinds 

The eyesight of Discorery and begets, 

In those that sufler it a sordid mind 
Bestial a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man s noble form. 
Thee therefore still blameworthy as thou 
art. 

With all thy loss of eropore and though 
squeexed 

By public exigence, tlD annual food 
Palis for the Graving hunger of the state. 
Thee I account still happy and the chief 
Among the nations seeing thou art fixe 
My native nook of earth 1 Thy clime is 
rude. 

Replete with vapours and disposes much 
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And if I mu5t the blessing lost 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidney* 
Ued 

I would at least bewail It uoder akles 
Milder amon^ a people leas anstero 
In scenes which havio£^ never known me 
free. 

Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 
Do I forebode Impossible events. 

And tremble at vain dreams? Heaven 
grant I amyl 

But the age of virtuous politics is past. 
And wo are deep In that of cold pretence. 
Patriots are grown too aKrevd to be shv 
cere, 

And we too wise to trost them. He that 
takes 

Deep In tus soft credulity the stamp 
Design d by loud dedalmers on the piart 
Of liberty themselves the slaves of lust. 
Incurs deri^n for his easy faith 
And lack of knowledge, and with cause 
enough 

For when was publle virtue to bo found 
Where private was not? Can be lore the 
whple 

Who loves no part? Ha be a natloos 
friend 

Who Is, in truth the friend of no mao 
there? 
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C in li*' J)'- jtrtnuou* in lir roiintrv’' 
cniK'* 

Who ‘.lifjlit*: th> clnritt'v fur vhn*** d' tr 
‘;.ihc 

That countn, if it i!!, nui^-i !> h lov ! ' 

Tis tin rt (ore 'olar ind f'ood mm .lr^ 
‘'.nd 

for Lrijjl tnd'*. ('hiry, Mtinf' it ua'C p il'" 
And ‘.icklj , \% Ini'- h' r chintpion ii. > nr th^tr 
he irts 

So loose to prie iti dut\ , tint no brain, 
Ileilthful ind undisturh’d b\ fictiuus 
luinos. 

Can dre un thnn trust) to thr pent r.d 

ut.il 

Such N'-erc not the) of old. uhosc ttmp.r’d 

blades 

Dispersed the sh icklts of usurp’d control, 
And liLw'd th( m link from link, then 
Albion’s sons 

Were sons indeed, the) felt a fill tl lic.nrt 
Beat high within them nt i mother's 
w rongs , 

And, shining caeh in his domestic sphere. 
Shone brighter still, once call’d to public 
\iew 

’T IS iherelore m.un, whose sequositr’d lot 
Forbids their inlcrfere'ncc, looking on. 
Anticipate perforce sonic dire event. 

And, seeing the old castle of the state, 
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That promised once more firmness to 

a— ait (j 

Tlut all its tempest-beaten tiirreU shake. 
Stand motionless expectants of its fklL 
All has its date belcnr the fatal hour 
Was register’d m ben\‘ea ere time began 
We turn to dust, and all oar mightiest 
works 

Die too the deep foundatloas that we laj* 
Time ploughs them up and not a trace 
remains. 

We build u^th what we deem eternal rock 
A distant age asks where the labrlc stood 
And 10 the dost sifted and search d In iwin 
The tmdiscorermhle secret sleeps 
But there u )'et a Oberty unsung 
By poets and by senators unpralsed 
'(Much monarchs cannot grant nor oU the 
powers 

Of earth and hell confederate take away 
A liberty which persecution fraud 
Op pr e ssi on, prisons, hare no power to 
bind 

\MiIch whoso tastes can be enslared no 
more. 

T Is liberty of heart, den\-ed from Heaven 
Bought with His blood who gave It to 
mankind 

And teal d with the same token. It u 
held 
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In other hcavros than these that we be- 
hold 

And fade not. There Is PnradJse that fear* 
No forfrttore and of Us fruits He send* 
Large preliballon oft to saints bdow 
Of these the first In ortier and the pledge 
And confident nssarance of the rest 
Is llbertv a flight Into his arms 
Ere yet mortality* fine threads gi\e way 
A cletw escape from tyrannlnng lust 
And full immunlt) from penal woe 
Chains arc the portion of rerolted nun 
Stripes, and a dungeon and bU body 
serves 

The triple purpose In that sWdy foul 
Opprobrious residence he finds them all 
Prepense hi* heart to tdoti, he Is held 
In silly dotage on created things 
Carries* of their Creator And that low 
And iordtd gTa%*ilation of his power* 

To n rile clod so draws him, with such 
force 

Resistless from the centre he should seek 
That he at list forgets it All his hope* 
Tend downwards his ambition h to smk 
To reach a depth profounder stiD and slJU 
Profoundtr la the trthomless abyss 
Of folly plunging In pursuit of dentlu 
But ere ho g^n the comfortles* r rpo s e 
He seeks and acquiescence of his soul 
»»5 
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Forttin' nnd <'i('nit\ , tfi* fo**' nf nit 
1 }i If r in cnnofif* tn in, ind ni lU^ fritl fif**, 
Short IS it I ‘ tiftport'ifdf- Still uo'"'**, 
Pnr M. nrsf* tii.in ill th<' {>1 nxiif* , itfi shi h 
Ills *111* 

ItiffCl Ins hippiest riioni, nt , h** 

\jp s of hopt k rms* r\ 1 iiturr d'lifi, 
\ri(I (U ith still futuri Not li i>t> M-ok* , 
Lilti thit ufiich s/nds Inm to tin ihisti 

II MM , 

But unropt ihhir t ndunnn d* ith 
Senpture is still n trumpet fii hi^ 

What none enn proM- a forprn m 13 he 
tnn , 

W'lmt none hut had nu n « ish exploded mu*"! 
That scruple checks him Riot is not loud 
Nor drunk nioupli to drown it In the 
midst 

Of 1 lujihlcr his compunctions art sincere, 
And he ihhors the jest bj which he shints 
Rcmorsi hcfieti. reform His master-lust 
Falls first before his resolute rebuke. 

And seems dethroned ,ind eanquish’d 
Peace ensues, 

.E , 
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But fpuriout and ahoft lived tbe punjr 
child 

Of adf-congnitulatmg^ pnde, be^t 
On landed inr>occnce. A^aln be Call*, 
And fight* again but find* hi* beat etsaj 
A presage omlncrui portending *tlll 
Its own dUbonour by a worse relapse 
TUI Nature, unavailing Nature, foUd 
So oA and wearied In the vam attempt 
Scofifs at her own performance. Reason 
now 

Takes part with appetite and plead* the 
cause 

Perversely wbldi of late sbe so condemn d 
With shallow sblAs and old devices, worn 
And tatter d In tbe serdce of debauch. 
Covering hi* ahame from hi* offended 
alghL 

Hath God mdeed given appetites to 
man 

And stored tbe earth so pleateously with 
means 

To gratify tbe hunger of his wish 
And doth He reprobate and will He damn 
The use of His own bounty? making first 
So frail a kind and then enacting laws 
So strict, that las* than perfect must de- 
spair? 

Falsehood! which whoso but suspects of 
truth 
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Dishonours God, and makes a sla 
man 

Do they themselves, who undertak 
hire 

The teacher’s office, and dispense at 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains 
Attend to their own music? have they 
In what, with such solemnity of ton 
And gesture, they propound to our b 
Nay — conduct hath the loudest toi 
The voice 

Is but an instrument, on which the | 
May play what tune he pleases Ii 
deed. 

The unequivocal authentic deed, 

We find sound argument, we reac 
heart” 

Such reasonings (if that name 
needs belong 

To excuses in which reason has no ] 
Serve to compose a spint well inclin 
To live on terms of amity with vice, 
And sin without disturbance Often u) 
(As often as libidinous discourse 
Exhausted, he resorts to solemn thei 
Of theological and grave import) 
They gain at last his unreserved ass 
Till, harden’d his heart’s temper in 
forge 

Of lust, and on the anvil of despair, 
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Ho sUf^htf th« stroke* of con»aence No- 
thing mm'e*. 

Or nothing much hi* conctanc) in III 
\bIq tiuapenng ho* but foster d hit dl»- 
eas« 

Tls despemlc, and he sleeps the sleep of 
death. 

Haste now philosopher and set him free. 
Charm the deaf serpent wisely Make 
hhn hear 

Of rectitude and 6tness moral truth 
How lorelj* and the moral sense how 
sure 

Consulted and obeyedt to guide his steps 
Directly to (be 6rst and only fair 
Spare not in such a cause. Spend all the 
powers 

Of rant and rhapsody in Ttrtue s praise 
Be moil subllmelj good, verbosely grand 
And with poetic trapping* grace tlty prose 
TUI It outmaotle all the pride of i-erse.-— 
Ah, tlpkllng cymbal and high-sounding 
brass 

Smitten in vninl such music cannot charm 
The eclipse that intercepts truth s hea\*enlj 
beam 

And chills and darkens a a’lde-wandering 
souL 

The tiV tmafJ wtf* Is wanted. He must 
speak, 

(Bite) j«9 U 
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Whose word leaps forth at once to its 
effect , 

Who calls for things that are not, and 
they come 

Grace makes the slave a freeman ’T is 
a change 

That turns to ridicule the turgid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast, 
As if, like him of fabulous renown, 

They had indeed ability to smooth 
The shag of savage nature, and were 
each 

An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song 
But transformation of apostate man 
From fool to wise, from earthly to divine,* 
Is work for Him that made him He 
, alone. 

And He by means m philosophic eyes 
Trivial and worthy of disdain, achieves 
The wonder, humanizing what is brute 
In the lost kind, extracting from the lips 
Of asps their venom, overpowering 
strength 

By weakness, and hostility by love 

Patriots have toil’d, and in their country’s 
cause 

Bled nobly, and their deeds, as they 
deserve. 

Receive proud recompense We give in 
charge 
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_ the npeet lyre. The 

Tbeh- name* to 

mmirho. with it 

Proud of the trei 

down ^ Sculpture, m her turn 

To Utot times «\e end over-dunng bra« 
Git« bond in hnmort»Hxe her 

To guird them, 

, I ere due though norer 
But &lrer wreethj 

f»d, osted at the ehTfaie of 

To those who p 

,* defonct A patriot i 

Hare fiillen m fa 

blood, t ^ ^ ftrife, mar earn 
Well spent tn e j 

Ifldaed, i»ure to hia loved land 

^ for a time ^ty and equal lawa 
pie sweet* of Ub ^ 

But pain. Their Mood 

And win it with 

IS shed noblest Haim — 

In confirraatioa c, Unnumml truth, 

^ to be divinely free. 

To walk with Gt^^opate the sloe.. 

To s^ and to , ^ ^ 

Yet few retDemn 

Iniown JragKd them mto fame, 

TIU PcrtecrfM „ heaven. Their 

And chased ther 
ashes flew — 
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No marble tells us vrhither With their 
names 

No bard embalms and sanctifies his song 
And history, so warm on meaner themes, 
Is cold on this She execrates indeed 
The tyranny that doom’d them to the fire. 
But gives the glorious sufferers little praise 
He is the freeman whom the truth makes 
free. 

And all are slaves beside There ’s not a 
chain 

That hellish foes, confederate for his harm. 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green 
withes 

He looks abroad into the vaned field 
Of nature, and, though poor perhaps, 
compared 

With those whose mansions glitter in his 
sight. 

Calls the delightful scenery all his own 
His are the mountains, and the valleys 
his. 

And the resplendent rivers His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel. 

But who, with filial confidence inspired. 
Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous 
eye. 

And smiling say — “My Father made them 
all!” 
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Ar« they not a peculiar right 

And by an rmphniia of Interwt his. 

Whoso ej"* they fill with tears of holj joy 
Whose heart rndth praise, and whose 
exalted tnlnd 

With worthy thoughts of that unweaned 
lore 

That piano d, and built, and ftiH upholds 
a world 

So clothed with beauty for rebellions man? 
Yei — ye may fin your gamers ye that reap 
The loaded soQ, and ye may waste much 
good 

In seoselaa riot bat ye w{ll not find. 

Id feast or m the hi song or 

dance 

A liberty Uke hit who ummpeachd 
Of usurpahon and to man $ wrong 
A p p i opr i ates nature as his Father's srork 
And hat a richer uae of yours than you. 
He is Indeed a Creeman. Free by birth 
Of DO mean dty plann d or e er the hUIs 
Were buDt, the fountains opend, or the 
see 

With aB his roaring multitude of waves. 
His freedom is the tame in every state 
And no condition of this changeful life 
So marufold In cares, whoso every day 
Brings its own evil with it makes it 
less 
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For he has wings that neither sickness, 
pain, 

Nor penur)”^, can cripple or confine 
No nook so narrow but he spreads them 
there 

With ease, and is at large The oppressor 
holds 

His body bound, but know's not what a 
range 

His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain. 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt. 
Whom God delights in, and m whom He 
dwells 

Acquaint thyself with God, if thou 
w'ouldst taste 

His w'orks Admitted once to His embrace, 
Thou shalt perceive that thou w’ast blind 
before, 

Thine eye shall be instructed, and thine 
heart. 

Made pure, shall relish, w'lth divine delight 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have 
wrought 

Brutes graze the mountain-top, wnth faces 
prone. 

And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
It yields them, or, recumbent on its biow, 
Ruminate heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far aw a} 
From inland regions to the distant main 
294 
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Mmo rlffws it and adnurai but rests 
content 

With what he vierer*. The landscape has 
hU praise 

But not its Author Unconcern d who 
form d 

The paradise be sees, he hods it such 

And, such weU-pleased to find it, asks no 
more. 

Not so the miod that has been touch d 
from Heaven 

And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 

To rend His wondsta in wboae thought 
thd world. 

Fair as It is, existed ere it was. 

Not for Its own sake merelj but for His 

Much more who fashion d it be gives it 
praise 

PteIm that, fhxn earth resulting as It 
ought 

To earths acknowledged tovtreign finds 
at ooce 

Its only just proprietor in Him. 

The soul that sees Him or receives 
sublimed 

New faculties, or learns at least to employ 

More worthily the powers she own d before, 

Discerns in all things what, with stupid 
gsse 

Of ignorance tUl then she ovedookd, 
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•\ ra} of hca\cnl\ light, gilding <ill forms 
reirestrial in the \ast and the minute, 
The unambiguous footsteps of the God, 
Who gnes its lustre to an insect’s ^\lng, 
And wheels His throne upon the rolling 
worlds 

Much conversant with Hca\cn, she often 
holds 

With those fair ministers of light to man, 
That fill the shits nighll} with silent 
pomp, 

Sw’cet conference Inquires what strains 
W'erc they 

With which Hca\cn rang, when cterj star, 
in haste 

To gratulate the new -created earth. 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of 
God 

Shouted for joy — “Tell me, je shining 
hosts. 

That navigate a sea that know s no storms. 
Beneath a vault unsullied w'lth a cloud. 

If from your elevation, whence )e \iew 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man, 

And systems, of w'hose birth no tidings 
yet 

Have reach’d this netlier w’orld, ye sp\ a 
race 

Favour’d as ours, transgressors from the 
womb. 
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And hasting to a grave jet doom d to rise, 
And to possess a brighter heaveo than 
yours? 

As one who long detain d on f o rei gn 
shores 

Pants to return and when he sees afar 
Hts country’s weather-bleach d and batter’d 
rocks 

From the green wave emerging darts an 
eye 

Radiant w ith joy towards the happy land 
So I with animated hopes behold 
And many an adnng wish, your beamy 
fires. 

That show like beacons in the blue abyn 
Ordain d to gxdde the embodied tpint 
home 

From toilsome life to nerer-endlng rest. 
Lore kindles as I gaxe. 1 feel desires 
That give assurance of their own success 
And that, miused from Heaven most 
thither tend." 

So reads be nature, whom the lamp of 
truth 

Illuminates Thy lamp raystenous Wocd 1 
Which whoso aees, no longer wanders 
lost, 

With intellects bemazed In endless doubt. 
But runs the road of snsdom. Thou hast 
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With meins that wen, not nil b\ 'riiet 
employ'd, 

Worlds tint had never been h.idst Thou 
in sirt-nj^th 

l3otn kss, or kss bcncvol'nl than stronj; 
Iht) art riu \Mtnt>st s, who spt. tk Tin 
power 

And goodness infinite, but spe ik in < irs 
That heir not, or reetue not tin tr report 
In \.iin Th} creatures icstifv of Tlui, 

Till Thou prockiim Tin self Ihtir'- is 
indei d 

A te ichinp \oitc, but *t is tin praise of 
Thine 

That whom it teaches it mikes prompt 
to le irn, 

And with the boon gives talents for its 
use 

Till Thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables f ilsc ns hell, 
Yet, deem’d oracular, lure down to death 
The uninform’d and heedless souk of 
men 

We give to Chance, blind Chance, our- 
selves as blind, 

The glorv of Thj work, which ve'l appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame, 
Challenging human scrutinv, and proved 
Then skilful most when most sevoreh 
judged 

293 



THE WINTER MORNING WALK 


But Chaoce U not or ts not whm Tbou 
reign »t- 

Tbjr providence forbids that 6ck]ft p o orer 
(If pon -er the be that work* but to 
confouod) 

To mix ber wild vagaries with Th^ laws. 
Yet thus we dote, refusing while we cqd 
Instruction, and Inrentiog to oniselves 
Gods such as guilt makes welcome gods 
that sleep 

Or disregard our foIUcs or that sit 
Amused spectators of this bustling stage. 
Tbee we rej ect, unable to abide 
Thjr purity till pure as Thou art pure 
Made suA by Thee, we loso TTiee for 
that causa, 

For which we shuond and hated Thee 
before. 

Then we are free- Then liberty like day 
Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from 
Heaven 

Fires all the Cscultles with giorious joy 
A voice is beard that mortal ears hear 
not, 

TUI Thou bast touch d them 'tb the 
voice of song 

A loud Hosanna sent from all Thy works 
Which ho that heart it with a shout 
repeats. 

And adds his rapture to the general praise^ 

•W 
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THE WINTER WALK AT N06n 
THK ARGUMENT 

B«Si u IVrfr aflao— A fa* ■om h vtexr— 

A ibthcTwl walk — UcdctstuB bctMr fba> bocAa — Oo 
brwntMTitj wKfa (k< CT uiw mtlnn amkm k fppmr lea 
wealafal tfaa h ii — Tbe tmia&matm that afen 
b ikaabbcrr dawMbad A faiwaka cta«aredD( iba ccf 
</ aata* cemoad— Oed aMinratii it br aa moaHiad act 
— Tba CtahkoaUa at ttm bear ol tlta daj 

njji a>a< l — Aaiaali happy rffM — Orffb of 

9w]ty to — Tkat U h (Tvat odaa pro>ad frm 

S cmiUi a— That proa( Jbantad bf lak—A E*a dimww 
batwwi tba kwftd and aelawM ilwIuatiJuti of ihaa Tbdr 
(ood cad eaafal propordai iodbtad cat— Apclec7 tar tba » 
oj » ,U(i bwna t eij by tba ctnfaer b;m nbnb— leMMa 
«f maa asnfafaat {nba «f aa^Tba peoa ef Aa 
cnadoa (bal bra aa lad A vtov takae of tba raHsntfaa 
M all tUac»— Aa bni c at taa at>4 ae hu haJiti a ef Blm who 
ikal bfbai it U pa«r— Iba rail rad aaa Tnwlicattd troa the 

There u to couli a eympethj with soundt 
And u the mind b pitch d the ear u 
pleued 

With meltmg^ air*, or mardal brbk or 
grave 

Some chord in unbon with what we hear 
!• touch d withm ut, and the heart repCe*. 
How coft the mime of those village bells 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet now dying all away 
Now pealing kmd again and loiKier stilJ 
jot 
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Clear and sonorous, as the ga 

With easy force it opens all cornes on 

Where Memory slept Whe^ ® 

heard ^ have 

A kindred melody, the scene 
And with it all its pleasures i 
Such comprehensive views th^*’ pajns 
That in a few short moment" 

(As in a map the voyager hi^ retrace 
The windings of my way tl® course) 

years many 

Short as in retrospect the jo 
It seem’d not always short^*^”,®^ seems, 
path, ' the rugged 

And prospect oft so dreary a , - , 

Moved many a sigh at its nd forlorn, 
length disheartening 

Yet, feeling present evils, w 
Faintly impress the mind, or' ® the past 
How readily we wish time / ”°t at all, 
That we might try the revoked, 

where once 

(Through inexperience, as we 
We miss’d that happiness w perceive) 

found! ""&ht have 

Some friend is gone, perhaps 

friend, his son’s best 

A father, whose authority, i 
When most severe, and mu" ^aow 

force, stenng all its 
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Was but the gravtr countenance 
WlKtae fkTOur like the cloudi oi 
lower 

Aod utter now and then an awfu 
But had a blcMlng In iti darkest 
Threatening^ at once and nourisl 
plant 

We loved, but not enough the ger 
That rear'd ua. At a thoughtless 
lured 

By cvety gilded foil/ we reaotnu 
Hu sheltering aide and wflfuUy 
That converie which we now 
regret 

How gladly would the man recal 
The boys neglected sirel a mothi 
That aaHer IHeod, perhaps mon 
stm 

Might be demand them at the 
death 

Sorrow has since they went, subd 
tamed 

The playful humour be could no% 
(Himself grown sober in the vale 
And feel a parent s presence no r 
But oot to uodcrtland a treasure 
Till time has stolen away the slight 
If cause of half the poverty we fi 
And makes the world the anldemi 
The few that pray at aQ pray oft 
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And, seeking grace to improve the prize 
they hold, 

Would urge a wiser suit than asking 
more 

The night was winter in his roughest 
mood, 

The morning sharp and clear But now 
at noon 

Upon the soutliern side of the slant hills. 
And where the woods fence off the northern 
blast. 

The season smiles, resigning all its rage. 
And has the warmth of May The vault 
IS blue 

Without a cloud, and white without a 
speck < 

The dazzling splendour of the scene below 
Again the harmony comes o’er the vale. 
And through the trees I view the embattled 
tower 

Whence all the music I again perceive 
The soothing influence of the wafted 
strains. 

And settle in soft musings as I tread 
The walk, still verdant, under oaks and 
elms. 

Whose outspread branches overarch the 
glade 

The roof, though movable through all its 
length 
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As the wlod myt it has yet well euf&ced« 
And, Intercepting in tbeir etlent fell 
The frequent flakes has kept a path for 
me. 

No noise is here, or none that hinders 
thought 

The redbreast warbles stlU, but is c onten t 
With slender notes and more than half 
suppress d 

Pleased with his sohtude, and flitting light 
From spray to spray where er be rests he 
shakes 

From many a twig the peodeot drops of 
Ice, 

That dnkle (n the wither'd leares below 
SUnoess, accompanied with soand so soft 
Charms more than sQence. Meditation 
here 

May think down hours to moments. Here 
the heart 

May give a useful lesson to the head 
And Learning wiser grow without his 
books. 

Knowledge and Wisdom fcr from being 
one. 

Have ofllimes no coonexion. Knowledge 
dwells 

In beads replete with thoughts of other 
men 

Wisdom In minds attentive to their owtl 
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Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 
The mere materials with which Wisdom 
builds. 

Till smooth’d, and squared, and fitted to 
its place. 

Does but encumber whom it seems to en- 
rich 

Knowledge is proud that he has learn’d so 
much , 

Wisdom IS humble that he knows no mor6 
Books are not seldom talismans and spells. 
By which the magic art of shrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude enthrall’d 
Some to the fascination of a name 
Surrender judgment hoodwink’d Some 
the style 

Infatuates, and through labyrinths and 
wilds 

Of error leads them, by a tune entranced 
While sloth seduces more, too w eak to bear 
The insupportable fatigue of thought. 

And swallowing therefore without pause 
or choice 

The total gnst unsifted, husks and all 
But trees, and nvulets whose rapid course 
Defies the check of winter, haunts of deet. 
And sheepwalks populous with bleating 
lambs. 

And lanes, m which the primrose ere her 
time 
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Peep* through the moss that dothc* the 
hairthom root, 

Deceive oo student WTsdom 'there and 
truth 

Not shy as In the m*oHd and to be won 
By slow solidtAUon seixc at once 
The roving thought ond fix it on them 
•elves. 

\Vhat prodigies can power dMne per 
form 

More grand than it produces yenr by jrar 
Aod an in sight of Inattentive man? 
FamiTiar with the effect wr slight the 
cause 

And in the constancy of natures course 
The regular return of genial months 
And renovntioa of a laded world 
See nought to wonder at Should God 
iiffEln 

As once In GIbeon Intemipt the nice 
Of the undevwijng and puncTOal ^un 
How would the world admlrel but speaks 
it less 

An agerwy divine to make him know 
His moment when to sink and when to 
nse 

Age after age than to a r rest Ins course? 
All we behold is miracle but seen 
So duly all is mlnide In vain. 

Where now the vital energy that mo\Td 
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That the wind »eTtri firon the brolceo 
wave 

The nixic, Tanotu lo array now white. 
Now saoguioe, ar>d her beauteous head 
now set 

\Vhh purple spikes pvraniMal, as If 
Studloiu of ornament, yet unresolved 
Which hue she most approved, she cbosi 
them all 

Copious of fl o wer s the woodbine, pale and 
wan, 

But well her sickly k»k8 

With never>doylng odours early and late 
Hypericum all bloom so duck a swarm 
01 flowers, iiv<i flies dothlng her slender 
rods, 

That scarce a leal appears ro ese reon too 
Tbougfa leafless, well attired end thick 
beset 

Whh blushing wreaths mvesting e very 

•pmy 

Althsa with tbe purple eiye tbe broom 
YelJaw and bright as bullion unalloy’d. 
Her blossoms and luxuriant above all 
Tbe jasmine throwing wide her elegant 
sweets. 

The deep dark green of whose onvamiih d 
leaf 

Makes more conspicuous and Ulummes 
more 

sop 
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Dedgni the blooming wonden of the 
next 

Some say that In the origin of thingi 
\Vhen all creatloa ctJirted into birth. 

The infant dement* recesred a law 
From which they »werve not since that 
under force 

Of that controlUog ordlDaiico they move. 
And iteed not Hi* immediate bajad, who 
&r»t 

P i e sai bed their coune to regulate it 
now 

Thuj dremin they and cootnve to save a 
God 

The incumbrance of His own concerns 
and spare 

The great ArtiScer of all that mores 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremltted rigUance and care 
As too laborious and severe a 
So man the moth Is oot aJraid, It seems 
To span Omnipotence, and measure rmgbt 
That knows no oMasnre, by the scanty 
rule 

And standard of hla own thnt fa to-day 
And is not ere to-morrow s sun go down. 
But bow should matter occupy a charge 
Dull as it la, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands unless impell d 
To ceaseless aeoice by a ceasdesa force, 
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And under piessure of bome conscious 
cause? 

The Lord of all, Himself through all dif- 
fused, 

Sustains and is the life of all that lives 
Nature is but a name for an effect. 
Whose cause is God He feeds the secret 
fire 

By which the mighty process is main- 
tain’d. 

Who sleeps not, is not wear} , in whose 
bight 

Slow-circling ages arc as transient days, 
Whose work is wutliout labour, wdiose 
designs 

No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts. 
And whose beneficence no charge e\hausts 
Him blind antiquity profaned, not sensed, 
With self-taught rites, and under various 
names. 

Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, 
And Flora, and Vertumnus , peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods 
That were not, and commending as the} 
wmuld 

To each some province, garden, field, or 
grove 

But all are under One One spirit. His 
Who wmre the plaited thorns wutli bleeding 
brows. 
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Rule* onlvenal luture. Not a flower 

But ibows toms touch In freckle streak, 
or «^in 

Of His unrivall d pendl. He Inspires 

Tbelr balmy odours, and imports their 
hues, 

And bathes thdr eyes with nectar and 
includes 

In grams as countless as the saaside 
sands 

The fen m s with which He sprinkles all 
the earth. 

Happy who walks with Hun! whom what 
he finds 

Of flavour or of soeot in fruit or flower 

Or what be views of beautiful or grand 

In nature, from the broad majestic osdc 

To the gre en blade that twinkles in the 
sun, 

P r o m pts wnth remembrance of a present 
God. 

His presence who made all so lair peqj 
ceived 

Makes all still fidrer As with Him no 
scene 

Is dreary so wnth Him all aeasoni please. 

Thougfa winter had b ee n none, had man 
b een true. 

And earth be punish d for its tenant's sake 

Yet not In vengeance as this smiling sky 
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So soon succeeding such an angr}'^ night, 
And these dissolving snows, and this clear 
stream 

Recovering fast its liquid music, prove 
Who then, that has a mind well strung 
and tuned 

To contemplation, and within his reach 
A scene so friendly to his favourite task, 
Would waste attention at the chequer’d 
board. 

His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and countermarching, with an 
eye 

As fix’d as marble, with a forehead ndged 
And furrow’d into storms, and wnth a hand 
Trembling, as if eternity were hung 
In balance on his conduct of a pm? i 
Nor envies he aught more their idle sport. 
Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial toys, and pushing ivory balls 
Across a velvet level, feel a joy 
•^kin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destined goal of difficult access 
Nor deems he vvnser him, who gives his 
noon 

To miss, the mercer’s plague, from shop 
to shop 

Wandenng, and littering with unfolded 
silks 

The polish’d counter, and approving none, 



THE Jy/I/TEEIVAZH AT NOOH 


Or pm miinfT w]th smllc* to oUl 
Nor him »ho by tui vmnity tcduced 
Aod toothed Into a dream that he ditcenu 
The dlSerence of a Goido from a daub 
Frequents the crowded auctioo rtatioad 
there 

As duly as the Lani^ord of the show 
^Vlth glass at eye and cataJogite in hood 
And tongue accooiptish d in the fulsome 
cant 

And pedantry that coxcombs learn with 
ease 

Oft as the prlce-decidiog hammer fidls 
He note* it in hxs book, then raps bis box. 
Swears tis a bargain rails at his hard 
fate 

That bo has let It pass — but never bids. 

Here unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, 1 wander Neither imst 
Nor freezing sky nor sultry checking me 
Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy 
E’en in the spring and plailime of the 
year 

Thai calls the unwonted iillager abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportive train 
To gather kingcups In the yellow mead 
And pnnk their ham with daisres, or to 
pick 

A cheap but wholesome salad from the 
brook 
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These shades are all my own The timor- 
ous hare, 

Grown so familiar with her frequent guest, 
Scarce shuns me, and the stockdove un- 
alarm’d 

Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach 
Drawn from his refuge m some lone!} elm. 
That age or injury has hollow’d deep, 
Where, on his bed of wool and matted 
leaves. 

He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask m the warm sun. 
The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of plaj 
He sees me, and at once, sw ift as a bird, 

‘ Ascends the neighbouring beech, there 
whisks his brush. 

And perks his ears, and stamps, and scolds 
aloud, 

With all the prettiness of feign’d alarm, 
And anger insignificantly fierce 
The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy, and therefore dead alike 
To love and friendship both, that is not 
pleased 

With Sight of animals enjoying life, 

Nor feels their happiness augment his oira 
The bounding fawn, that darts across the 
glade 
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When ootw puTTUM, tJutmgh mere delight 
of heart, 

And tplritf bao}«iit with escets of glee 
The honi os wantoo and almost as Seet. 
That skims the spacious meadow at full 
speed 

Then stops and snorts and, thfowlng high 
Us heels 

Starts to the voluntarj race again 
The very Idne that gambol at high noon 
The total herd recetruig first from one 
That leads the dance a summons to be gay 
Thoogh wOd thmr strange vagaries, and 
uncouth 

Their efforts, yet resolved wUh one cDosent 
To ^ve such act and utteraoce as they 
may 

To ecstasy too big to be suppress d'-> 
These, and a thousand images of bliss. 
With whidi kind Nature graces every 
scene. 

Where cruel man defeats not her design. 
Impart to the beoevoleot, who wish 
All that are capable of pleasure pleased 
A far superior happiness to theirs. 

The comfort of a reasonable joy 
Man scarce bad risen obe^ent to His 
r«ll 

Who formd him from the dust, bis future 

graT®, 
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When he was crowm’d as ne\er king was 
since 

God set the diadem upon his head, 

And angel choirs attended Wondenng 
stood 

The new-made monarch, w'hile before him 
pass’d. 

All happy, and all perfect in their kind. 
The creatures, summon’d from their van- 
ous haunts 

To see their sovereign, and confess his sway 
Vast was his empire, absolute his power. 
Or bounded only by a law, w'hose force 
’T was his subhmest pnvilege to feel 
And own, the law of universal love 
He 'ruled wnth meekness, they obe)'’d wuth 

joy. 

No cruel purpose lurk’d within his heart. 
And no distrust of his intent in theirs 
So Eden was a scene of harmless sport. 
Where kindness on his part, wdio ruled 
the whole. 

Begat a tranquil confidence in all, 

And fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear 
But sin marr’d all , and the revolt of man. 
That source of evils not exhausted yet, 
Was punish’d with revolt of his from him 
Garden of God, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witness’d’ 
Every heart, 
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Each anlnuU of crtty name, concg^ ^ Td 
A jflakMisy aod an insUDctn-e far 
And contdou* ot KOme danger either fled 
Preapitate the loathed abode of man 
Or gttmi d defiance m such angry sort 
As taught Um too to tremble in his timL 
Thus harmony and fiunlly accord 
\\ere dn\'cn frtKD Parndlse and In that 
hour 

The seeds of cruelty that since ha%e sa’cfTd 
To such gigantic and enormous growth 
\\ ere sown m human nature ■ fruitful soit 
Heoce date the persecution and the pain 
That man Inflicts on all Inferior kinds 
Regardless of their plaints. To make him 
sport 

To gratify the frenzy ol his wrath 
Or his gluttony are causes good 
And Just in hU account why bird and beart 
Should tuner torture, and the streams br 
dyed 

With bk>od ot their inhabitants Impaled 
Earth groans beneath the burden of a irar 
Waged with defeoedeas innocence, while 
he 

Not satisfied to prey on el) around 
Adds tenfold blttetness lo death by pangs 
Needless, and first torments ere bo devours. 
Now happiest they that occupy the scenes 
The most remote from his abhorr’d resort 
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Whom once, as delegate of God on earth, 
They fear’d, and as His perfect image 
loved 

The wilderness is theirs, with all its caves. 
Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains, 
Unvisited b}' man There they are free,' 
And houl and roar as likes them, uncon- 
troird. 

Nor ask his leave to slumber or to plaj 
Woe to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 
Within the confines of their wild domain 
The lion tells him — “ I am monarch here’” 
And, if he spares him, spares him on the 
terms 

Of royal mercy, and through generous 
scorn 

To rend a victim trembling at his foot 
In measure, as by force of instinct drawn. 
Or by necessity constrain’d, they live 
Dependent upon man, those in his fields. 
These at his cnb, and some beneath his 
roof. 

They prove too often at how dear a rate 
He sells protection Witness at his foot 
The spaniel dying for some venial fault. 
Under dissection of tlie knotted scourge. 
Witness the patient ox, with stripes and 
yells 

Driven to the slaughter, goaded, as he 
runs, 
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To madoess while Ibe sava^ aLhie heels 
Lftoghs at the frantic •uffcrer’i fijry fpent 
Upon the gxxdUess p atmeng er oerthrowru 
He too ta witiHBe, noblest of the train 
That wait on man the flight performing 
horse 

\VIth unsuspecting readiness he talces 
His OTurderer on his back and push d all 
day 

With bleeding sides and flanks that heava 
for life. 

To the &r distant goal amves and dira. 
So Tittle crterry shows who needs so much I 
Does law so Jealous in the cause of man 
Denounce no doom on the delmqueot? 
None. 

He lhas, and oer his brimming beaker 
boasts 

(As if barbarity were high d e s e rt) 

The Inglorious feat and clamorous In 
praise 

Of the poor brute seems wisely to ruppoae 
The honours of his matchless horse his 
own. 

But many a crime deem d Innocent on 
earth 

Is register’d In heaven and these no 
doubt 

Have each their record with a curso 
annex d 
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Man ma)' dismiss compassion from his 
heart, 

But God will ne\ cr When he charged the 
Jew 

To assist his foe’s down-fallen beast to rise, 
And when the bush-explonng boy, that 
seized 

The young, to let the parent bird go free, 
Proved He not plainly that His meaner 
works 

Are yet His care, and have an interest all. 
All, in the universal Father’s love? 

On Noah, and in him on all mankind. 
The charter was conferr’d, by which \\c 
hold 

The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 
O’er all we feed on power of life and death 
But read tlie instrument, and mark it well 
The oppression of a tyrannous control 
Can find no warrant tliere Feed then, 
and yield 

Thanks for thy food Carnivorous, through 
sin. 

Feed on the slain, but spare the living 
brute ' 

The Governor of all. Himself to all 
So bountiful, in whose attentive ear 
The unfledged raven and the lion’s whelp 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuaged, has interposed, 
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Not mUoiti HU nTm^ng arm to imltp 
Tbo JoJunouj tnunpler upon Naturo*« lav 
That cloJmj forbearance men for n brute 
He hates the hardness of a Balaam s heart 
And prophet oi he wu he ml^tht not strike 
The blameless anlmo] without rebuke 
On which he rode Her opportune offencr 
Saved him or the unrelenting seer had 
died. 

He sees that human equity U slack 
To interfere thou^ In ao just a cause 
And makes the task his own. Inspiring 
dumb 

And helpteas Nictlms with a sense so keen 
Of ifljurj with ituch knowledge ol their 
strength 

And such sagant) to take revenge 
That oft the be^ has scemd to judge 
the,nun- 

An anaent not a legendary tale 
By one of sound InlelHgence rehearsed 
(If such who plead for Providence may 
seem 

In modem eyes ) shall make the doctrine 
dear 

Where England stretch d towards the 
setting sun 

Narrow and long oerlooks the uestem 
wain;. 

Dwelt young Misagithus n scomer he 
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Of God and goodness, atheist in ostent, 
Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce 
He journey’d, and his chance was as he 
w^ent 

To join a traveller, of far different note, 
Evander, famed for pietj, for years 
Deserv'ing honour, but for wisdom more 
Fame had not left the venerable man 
A stranger to the manners of the youth, 
Whose face too w'as familiar to his view 
Their w'ay was on the margin of the land. 
O’er the green summit of the rocks, whose 
base 

Beats back the roanng surge, scarce heard 
so high 

Tlie chanty that w'arm’d his heart w^as 
moved 

At sight of the man monster With a 
smile 

Gentle, and affable, and full of grace. 

As fearful of offending whom he wash’d 
Much to persuade, he plied his ear wath 
truths 

Not harshly tliunder’d forth, or rudely 
press’d. 

But, like his purpose, gracious, kind, and 
sweet 

"And dost thou dream,” the impenetrable 
man 

Exclaim’d, “that me the lullabies of age, 
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And Cuitasln of dotxinls such u tbou 
Can cheat or mo\-e a moment • fear In 
mo? 

Mark now the proof I give thee that the 
bruN-e 

Need no such olds os saperststioo kndi 
To steel their hearts ognlntl the dread of 
death," 

He spoke, and to the precipice nt hand 
Push d with a madman s furj Fancy 

And the blood thrOls and curdles at the 
thought 

Of such a gulf as he design d his grast) 
But though the felon on hU back could 
dare 

The dreadful leap more rational, his steed 
Declined the death and aheelmg safflljr 
round. 

Or e er his hoof had press d the crumbling 

Tki filed his nder sn\'cd against hit vllL 
The frensy of the brain may bo redress d 
B) medlane veil applied but a-ilbout 
grace 

The hearts insanity admits no cure. 
Enraged the more by a.hat might hn\‘o 
reform d 

His horrible Intent again he sought 
Destruction vilh a real to be destroy d 
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\ '' 


h sounding- whip, and rowels dyed in 
blood 

still in vain The Providence, that 
meant 

onger date to the far nobler beast, 

.red yet again the ignobler for his 
sake 

i now, his prowess proved, ■ and his 
sincere 

urable obduracy evinced, 

; rage grew cool , and pleased perhaps 
to have earn’d 

cheaply the renown of that attempt, 
th looks of some complacence he re- 
sumed I 

s road, dending much the blank amaze 
good Evander, still where he was left 
c’d motionless, and petrified with dread 
on they fared Discourse on other 
themes 

isuing seem’d to obliterate the past, 
id tamer far for so much fiiry' shown, 
s IS tlie course of rash and fiery men,) 
le rude companion smiled, as if trans- 
form’d 

at ’twas a transient calm A storm was 
near, 

a unsuspected storm His hour was 
come 

he impious challenger of power divine ' 
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Was now to learn that Heaven though 
•low to wrath 

I* never with impuntty defied. 

His horse, as be had caught his master’s 
mood 

Snortiag and stardog Into gudden rage, 
Unbidden and not now to be control! d 
Rush d to the cCiT and having reach d It, 
stood. 

At once the shock unseated turn be flew 
Sheer oer tho cmggv hander and Jm 
raersed 

Deep In the fiood found when be sought 

it not 

The death he had deserved and died 
alone. 

So God wronght double justice made the 
fool 

The victim of his own tremendous choice. 
And taught a brute the way to safe re- 
veogB. 

1 would not enter oo my list of friends 
(Though graced with polisfa d manners and 
fine sense 

'V et wanting sensibility) the man 
Wrbo needlessly sets foot upon a worm 
An Inadvertent step may criish the snail 
That crawls at evening la the public path 
But he that has humanity foreu'am d 
Will trefid aside and let the reptile live. 
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The creeping \ermin, loathsome to the 
sight, 

And charged perhaps with venom, that 
intrudes, 

A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 
Sacred to neatness and repose, the alcove. 
The chamber, or refectory, may die 
A necessary act incurs no blame 
Not so when, held within their proper 
bounds. 

And gpiiltless of offence, they range tlie 
air. 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field 
There they are privileged, and he that 
hunts 

Or harms tliem there is guilty of a wrong, 
Disturbs the economy of Nature’s realm, 
Who, when she form’d, design’d them an 
abode 

The sum is this If man’s convenience, 
health, 

Or safety interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and must extinguish 
theirs 

Else tliey are all— the meanest things that 
are. 

As free to live, and to enjoy that life. 

As God was free to form them at the first. 
Who in His sovereign wisdom made them 
all 
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t, therefore who krve mei^ teach ttnir 

tons 

To Icrvo Jt too. The tpnng-time of oar 
j*etiri 

If toon dlfhonour’d and dohlcd in most 
By budding ULs that ask a prudent band 
To check them. But, olatl none sooner 
shoots 

If onrestmlned into luxuriant growth 
Than crudt} most denlisb of them olL 
Mercy to him that show it Is the rule 
And righteous Ihnltatloo of its acl« 

By «bich Hei.ren moves in panlomog 
guilty man 

And be. that shows none being ripe m 
yean 

And conscious of the outrage he commits 
Shall seek it, and not 6nd it« m his turn. 

Ehstingulsh d much by reason and stlU 
more 

By our capacity of grace dhme 
From creatures (hat exist but for oiir sake. 
Which haN-ing served us perish we ore 
held 

Accountable nnd God, some future daj 
^Vi]l reckon with us roundly for the abuse 
Of what he deems no mean or tnrhU trust. 
Superior as we are they yet depend 
Not more on human help than we on 
theirs 
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Their strength, or speed, or \igilance, 
were gi\en 

In aid of our defects In some arc found 
Such teachable and apprehensue parts, 
That man’s attainments m his own con- 
cerns. 

Match’d with the e\pertness of the brutes 
in theirs, 

Are ofttinies vanquish’d and thrown far 
behind 

Some show that nice sagacitj of smell, 
And read with such discernment, in the 
port 

And figaire of the man, his secret aim. 
That oft we owe our safetj to a skill 
We could not teach, and must despair to 
learn 

But learn w’e might, if not too proud to 
stoop 

To quadruped instructors, many a good 
And useful quality, and \irtue too, 

Rarely exemplified among ourselves — 
Attachment never to be wean’d or changed 
By any change of fortune, proof alike 
Against unkindness, absence, and neglect , 
Fidelity, tliat neither bnbe nor threat 
Can mov'e or warp, and gratitude for 
small 

And tnvaal favours, lasting as the life. 
And glistening even in the dying eje 
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Man prmljes man. D«fert io arts or 
arms. 

Wins public honour and ten thousand rit 
Patiently present at a sacred song 
CommemotiUioo-cnad content to hear 
(O wonderful effect of musics powerl) 
Messiah t miiogy for Hanc^ s sake. 

But less methlnks than sacrilege might 
serve — 

(For was It leas? WTiat heathen would have 
dared 

To ftnp Jove s statue of Ids oaken wreath* 
Ackd hang it op In honour of a man?) 
Mach less might serve, when aB that we 
design 

Is bat to gratdy an Itching ear 
And gi^e the day to a musldan's praise. 
Remember Handel? WTjo, that was not 
bom 

Deaf as the desd to harmony forgets 
Or can tbe more than Homer of ha age? 
Ya — we remember him and while we 
praise 

A talent so dinoe remember too 
That His most holy Book, from whom it 
came 

Was never meant was never used before 
To buckram out the memory of a man- 
But hush I — tbe muse perhaps it too severe 
And, with a gravity beyond the sue 
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And mc<isun of the offence, rebukes .i 
deed 

Less impious than absurd, and ouine: 
more 

To want of judgment than to wrong de- 
sign 

So m the chapel of old Ely House, 

When wandering Charles, who meant to 
be the third, 

Had fled from William, and the news was 
fresh, 

The simple clerk, but lojal, did announce, 
And eke did rear right mernlj , tw o staves. 
Sung to the praise and glorj of King 
George ! 

— Man praises man, and Garrick’s memory 
ne\t, 

When time hath somewhat mellow’d it, 
and made 

The idol of our worship w’hile he lued 
The god of our idolatry once more. 

Shall have its altar, and tlie world shall go 
In pilgrimage to bow^ before his shrine 
The theatre, too small, shall suffocate 
Its squeezed contents, and more than it 
admits 

Shall sigh at their exclusion, and return 
CJngratified for there some noble lord 
Shall stuff his shoulders with King Rich- 
ard’s hunch. 
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Or wrap In Hamlet* inky cloak, 

And strut, aod storm and straddle, stamp 
and stare 

To show the world how Garrick did not 
act — 

For Garrick was a worshipper himself 
He drew the liturgy and liained the ntes 
And solemn ceremonial of the day 
And calld the world to worship on the 

Of Avon famed In song Ah pIcAsant 
proof 

That pkty has stm m human hearts 
Some plai^ a spark or two not yet artipct 
The mulberry-tree was hung with blooro- 
log wreaths 

The mulberry tree stood centre of the 
dance 

The mulberry tree was hym n d with dulcet 
arrs 

And from his touchwood truck the mul- 
berry-troo 

SuppHed Budi relics as devotion holds 
StHl sacred and presei T es with pious care. 
So 'twas a hallow d time decorum ragn d 
And mirth without offence. No few re 
turn d. 

Doubtless much e(£fied, and all refresh d. 
— Man praises man. The rabble all 
alive 
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From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and 
styes, 

Suarm in the streets The statesman of 
the d.ij, 

A pompous and sIo«-mo\mg pageant, 
comes 

Some shout him, and some hang upon 
his car, 

Gaze m his eyes, and bless him Maidens 
v avc 

Their kerchiefs, and old women weep for 

joy. 

While others, not so satisfied, unhorse 
The gilded equipage, and turning loose 
His steeds, usurp a place the} well dc- 
scn'c 

Why? w’hat has charm’d tliem’ Hath he 
saved the state ^ 

No Doth he purpose its sahation’ No 
Enchanting no\elt\, that moon at full, 
That finds out every' creiice of the head 
That IS not sound and perfect, hath in 
theirs 

Wrought this disturbance But the wane 
is near, 

And his own cattle must suffice him 
soon 

Thus idly do w e w'astc the breath of praise. 
And dedicate a tnbute, m its use 
And just direction sacred, to a thing 
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Doom d to the dust or lodged already 
there 

Encomium In old time wu poets’ work 
But poets^ having lavishly long since 
Exhausted all materials of the art 
The task oow &Ils into the public hand 
And I contented with sm humble theme 
Have poor’d my stream of panegyric down 
The vale of Nature where zt u ee ps and 
winds 

Among her lovely works with a secure 
And unambitious coune reBeding dear 
If not the virtues, yet the worth of brute*. 
And 1 am recompenaod. and deem the toils 
Of poetry not lost. If v erse of mine 
May stand b et w ee j i an animal and woe 
And teach one tyrant pity for bis drudge 
The groans of Natpre In this nether 
world 

Wbldi Heaven has heard for ages, have 
an end. 

Foretold by prophets and by poets sung 
l^hose 6re was kindled at the prophets 
lamp 

The tune of rest, the promised sabbath 
come*. 

Six thousand year* of sorrow haN'e wdU 
nlgh 

Fulfill d their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world and what remains 
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Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the \\orking of a sea 
Before a calm, that rocks itself to rest 
For He whose car the winds arc, and the 
clouds 

The dust that waits upon IIis sultry inarch. 
When sin hath moved Him, and His wrath 
is hot, 

Shall MSit earth in mercy, shall descend 
Propitious in His chariot paved with love, 
And what His storms have blasted and 
^ defaced 

For man’s revolt, shall with a smile re- 
pair 

Sweet IS the harp of prophecy, too sweet 
Not to be wrong’d by a mere mortal touch 
Nor can the wonders it records be sung 
To meaner music, and not suffer loss 
But when a poet, or when one like me, 
Happy to rove among poetic flowers, 
Though poor in skill to rear them, lights 
at last 

On some fair theme, some theme divinely 
fair. 

Such IS the impulse and the spur he feels, 
To give it praise proportion’d to its worth, 
That not to attempt it, arduous as he 
deems 

The labour, were a task more arduous 
still 
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Ob tcene* rarpasaln^ Cibl^ and trw 
Scerm of Qccompiiahd blus! «Mch who 
cnn SCO 

T?Tough but In distant prospect and not 
/L-J 

Hb fcoul refre»bd with foretaste of iba 
Joy? 

RKm of gUdnen water aU the earth 
And clothe all efime* with beauty the re- 
proach 

Of barrenness is pasc The fnjiifuJ 6ekl 
Laughs a-lth abundance and Iho land, 
once fauT 

Or fertile only In tu own dl grace. 

Exults to s«e its thistly curse r rpcol d. 
The ranouf seasons a t n e n Into one 
And that one season on etenuJ spring 
The garden feds no blight and needs no 
fence 

For there h none to covet all are full 
The lion, and the Kbbard nnd the bear 
Gnue with tho fearless flocks all bask at 
noon 

Together or all gambol in the shade 
Of the same gro\T and drtnk ono common 
stream. 

Antipathies are nOne. No /be to man 
Lurks In the serpent now the mother 
sees. 

And smfles to see her Infapt's plajful hand 
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Stretch’d forth to dall} w illi the crested 
worm, 

To stroke his azure neck, or to rcctne 
The lambent homat^^c of his arrou\ tongue 
All creatures worship man, and all man- 
kind 

One Lord, one Father Error has no 
place, 

That creeping pestilence is driven avtaj, 
The breath of Heaven has chased it In 
the heart 

No passion touches a discordant string, 
But all IS harmony and love Disease 
Is not the pure and uncontammate blood 
Holds its due course, nor fears the frost 
of age 

One song employs all nations , and all crj’, 
“Worth} the Lamb, for He was slain for 
us 

The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain 
tops 

From distant mountains catch the flying 

joy. 

Till, nation after nation taught the strain. 
Earth rolls the rapturous Hosanna round 
Behold the measure of the promise fill’d, 
See Salem built, the labour of a God! 
Bright as a sun, the sacred city shines. 
All kingdoms and all princes of tlie earth 
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Flock to that light the glory of all land* 
Fknra into her xwbounded la her joy 
And endlcM her Ino-eswe. Thy rama are 
thero, 

Nebaioth and the flocks of Kedar there 
The looms of Ormua, and the mines of Ind, 
And Saba g tplcy gitjves pay tribute there. 
Praise is in aK her gate* upon her aralls. 
And In her *troeta> and In her spaootis 
courts. 

Is beard tafratioa. Eastern Java there 
Kneels with the natire of the farthest 
west 

And i^thlopia spreads abroad the hand 
And worships. Her report has traTcll d 
forth 

Into all lands. From every dime they 
come 

To BOO thy beauty oini to share thy joy 
O Slonl an assembly such as earth 
Saw oerer such as Heaven stoops down 
to aee. 

Thus heavenward alJ thuigs tend. For 
all were once 

Perfect and aH most be at length restored. 
So Grod has greatly pcrposed who would 
else 

In His dishonour’d works Himsdf eodure 
Ihshocour and be wrong’d without re- 
dress. 
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thni, itvl uh'tl i m! 

u orld, 

slou -r* ' f»lv itir u» v mild 

(\ ijdit to ulmli (uir fvt.'- ir' tr.im'i r-^ 
\( 0 

\ vorlii liul do- V not drt .ui ind ii ilt Ho 

I lU 

\nd ‘.lift' I for O'. crini< umdd 1' irn linu 
f nr 

'I Ik i rr Uvii' i*- t!i it Ood prnnmmi.' . j'oo I, 
llo'i pli IS ml in its< If uhii [)I',i'-i 11 in 

H'o f\'r\ drop of honi v ludis i sfmr', 
Worms u md tlums'l'is nito our sm ti ■ 
flow ( rs , 

\nd o'< n the ;n\ th it h ipK some poor 
III art 

Drt Ills from Ilt tiin, pun. is tin loun- 
t nn is, 

Is sullnd in tin sirnm, takmix a t unt 
I'rom toucii of luim in lips, at brsi mipun 
Oh for n uorici m principle .is cli isti 
As this IS gross und silJish' o\tr which 
Custom ind prijudice shill hear no su i\ , 
Th It go\rrn ill things here, shouldering 
aside 

The meek and modest Truth, md forcing 
her 

To seek a refuge from the tongue of Strife 
In nooks obscure, fir from the wais ol 
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THE WINTER MALK AT ^OON 

WTiere Violence ihall never fifl the *word 
Nor Cunning juitlfy the proud roani' 
wrong 

Leaving the poor no remedy but tear* 
Where he that 6Us an office •hall ettertn 
The ocention it presents of doing good 
More than the perqubltet where Law shall 
speak 

Seldom aixl rte%‘er but as \\T4dom prompts 
And Equity not jealous more to guard 
A worthless form, than to dedde aright — 
\Vbere Fashion shall not sanctify abuse 
Nor smooth Good-breeding (supplemental 
grace) 

With lean performance apo the work of 
Lovel 

Come then and added to Thy many 
crowns 

Receiro yet one the crown of oU the earth. 
Thou who alone art worthyl It was Thine 
By oodonl covenant ere Natures birth 
And Thou has made it Thine by purchase 
since 

And oi'crpald Its value With Thy Wood, 
Tby saints proclaim Thee king and In 
their hearts 

Thy title Is engrawn with a pen 
Dippd la the fountain of eternal love 
Thy saints proclaim Tbee king and Thy 
deUy 
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THE TASK 


Gives courage to fhcir foes, who, could 
lhc> sec 

The dawn of Thy last advent, long desired, 
Would creep into the bow'els of the hills, 
And flee for safety to the falling rocks 
The ver) spirit of the world is tired 
Of its own taunting question, ask'd so 
long, 

“Where is the promise of jour Lord's 
approach?" 

The infidel has shot his bolts awaj, 

Till, his exhausted quncr yielding none. 
He gleans the blunted shafts that ha\c 
recoil’d, 

And aims them at the shield of Truth 
again 

The veil is rent, rent too bj pnestlj hands, 
That hides divinitj from mortal ejes, 

And all the mj stents to faith proposed, 
Insulted and traduced, are cast aside, 

As useless, to the moles and to the bats 
Thej’ now are deem’d the faithful, and are 
praised. 

Who, constant onlj’ m rejecting Thee, 
Deny Thy Godhead w’lth a martjr’s zeal. 
And quit their office for their error’s sake 
Blind, and in love w'lth darkness ' yet e’en 
these 

Worth)', compared w'lth sycophants, who 
knee 
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Thy name adoring and then preach Thee 
maul 

So fkie« Thy Church. But how Thy 
Church may £uc 

The world takei htUe thought Who will 
may preach, 

And what they wdL All paatora are ■IHta 
Tb wandering iheep resolved to fallow 
none. 

Two gods divide them all — Pleasure and 
Gain 

For these they hve, they saorifico to theae 
And in thdx strvke wage perpetual war 
WHh Coosaeoce and with Tb^ Lust In 
their hearts 

And mlscfaief In thetf hands they roam 
the earth 

To prey upon each other' stubborn, fierce. 
High-minded foaming out their own dis< 
grace 

Thy prophets speak of such and, noting 
down 

The features of the last degenerate tunes 
Exhibit every Cneament of these. 

Come then, and added to Thy many 
crowns. 

Receive yet one, as ra(hant as the rest. 
Due to thy last and most efi’ectual work, 
Thy word fulfill d, the conquest of a 
world] 



THh TASK 


He lb the hnpp\ man uliobc life tVn 
now 

Shows somewhat of (h.it happier hft to 
tome, 

\\ ho, doom’d to an obscure but tnmquil 
st.ite, 

Is pleased with it, and, were he free to 
choose. 

Would make his fate his choice, i\hom 
pence, the fruit 

Of Mrlue, and whom \irtue, fruit of faith. 
Prepare for happiness, bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while ho must 
Below the skies, but basing there his 
home 

The world o’erlooks liim m her bus} 
search 

Of obiecls, more illustrious in her view , 
And, occupied as camesll} as she, 
Though more subhmcl}, he o’erlooks the 
W'orld 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows 
them not. 

He seeks not hers, for he has pro\ed 
them vain 

He cannot skim the ground like summer 
birds 

Pursuing gilded flies, and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her jo}s 
Therefore in Contemplation is his bliss, 
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Whoso pcrww u such that whom she Ufl* 
from earth 

She makes fttmUter with a heaven onseen 
And shows hun glones yet to be reveal cL 
Not slothful be, thbu^ sownlng un* 
employ'd 

And censured oft ns useless. SdUest 
stresLms 

Oft water fairest meadows and the bird 
That flutters Ie«st Is longect oo the wing 
Ask him litdeed what tropbka he has 
ralaed. 

Or srbat achieremeota of umnortal fluoe 
He porpoaes, and he shall answer— None. 
Hli wokare Is within. There unlatlgued 
His fervent spurt labours. There he fights, 
And there obtains fresh triumphs o er 
himself^ 

And never-wUhenug wreaths, compared 
with which 

The laurels that a Cssar reaps are weeds. 
Perhaps the self-approving haughty world 
That as she sweeps him with her whls« 
tllng silks 

Scarce deigns to notice him or If she see 
Deems him a dpbar in the works of God 
Receives advantage from his noiseless 
hours, 

Of wMcb she bttla dreams. Perhaps she 

owes 
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TASA' 

Her <>un«;hinc and blooniint^ 

spring 

And plenteous to the prajer In 

makes, 

When, Isaac-hkc, ^ 

Walks forth to eventide, 

And think on h^'■• 
herself 

Forgne him, tiun concerns 

Of little vvorth, a" 

If, author of no n»=’ch.( f md some good, 
He seeks his prdP^'' J>‘‘PP>'’‘-ss bj means 
That ma) ndvat^'^c-, but cannot hinder, 

Nor, though he P'^*' 

life. 

Engage no notid • 

Account him an encumbrance on the state, 
Receiving benefit^’ *nd rendering none 
His sphere though' humble, if that humble 
sphere 

Shine with his fA'’ cNampIe, and though 
small 

His influence, if ^'^^t influence all be spent 
In soothing soi'^n" quenching 

strife, 

In aiding helple?® mdigencc, in works 
From which at ^ grateful few derive 
Sdme taste of cen^^n^'^ m a world of woe. 
Then let the supcccihous greU confess 
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THE WINTER WALK AT NOON 


H« ‘terrea his country recompenses well 
The state, beneath the shaded of whose 
vme 1 

He sits secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds DO ignoble, though a slighted, place! 
'n>e mmn , wboso Totucs are more felt 
than seen, 

Must drop the hope of public 

' praise 

But be may boaist, what few that win it can 
That, if hh country stand not by his skill 
At least Ills fblUes have not wrought her 
fall 

Polite Rehnement oQers blin In vain 
Her golden Cube through which a sensual 
world 

Draws gross Importty and Hkea it well 
The neat conveyance biding all the ofiince. 
Not that he peerishly i e j e cts a mode 
Because that world adopts iL If it bear 
The stamp and dear Imp i ' essl on of good 
sense 

And be not costly more than of true 
worth, 

He puts it on and for decorum sake. 
Can wear it eeo as graceiuny as she. 
She judges of rehoement by the eye. 

He by the test of consoence, and a heart 
Not soon deceired aware that what is 
base 




THE WINTER WALK AT NOON 


Let M the imfinbhed wreath and rored 
tot fiijit 

Rored fiu" and gather'd much Krme 
harah *tli true, 

Pick d from the thqrna and briers of 
reproof * 

But wbolesomei, well digested gratefal 
ectme 

To that can taste munortal truth 

Insipid dsa, and sure to be de s p lie cL 

But an is in Hie band, whoee praise 1 
seek. 

In Tain the Poet slogs, and the World 
bears. 

If He regard not, tboogh cfinne the theme. 

Ta not in artful measoret, in the chime 

And Idle tinkling of a minstrel s Iprr 

To charm Hb ear whose e;e is on the 

heart 

Whose frown can disappoint the proudest 
strain 

Whose approbatioo— prosper eten mine. 
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Painng- Time ^ ^ 

Anticipated 

A FABLE 

I shall not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate or no, 

’T IS clear, that they were ah\ aj s able r i 
To hold discourse, at least m fable. 

And e’en the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret, by the letter, 

A story of a cock and bull. 

Must have a most uncommon skull 
It chanced then on a winter’s day, 

But warm, and bnght, and calm as May, 
The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestall sweet St Valentine, 

In many an orchard, copse, and grove. 
Assembled on affairs of love. 

And with much twitter and much chatter 
Began to agitate the matter 
At length a bullfinch, who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the most. 
Entreated, opening wide his beak, 

A moment’s liberty to speak, 
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PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED 


And tllmce publid; enjoin d 
Denver d bnefly thus hU mind 
Mj fneotUl be avutiou* how ye tr«U 
The »ubject ijpon which wc m eet; 

I fear we shall haii'c winter yoL" 

A Finch whose lofiffue knew no control 
With polden wing and satm poll 
A last year’s Wrd who ne er had tned 
\Vhat mamage means, thus pert replied 
Metbink* the gentleman ” quoth she 
Opposite in the apple tree 
By hu good will would keep us tingle 
TUI yonder heaven and oarth shall mingle 
Or {whiich IS Ukellcr to befall) 

TUI death extennlnate us oil 
I many without more ado 
My dear Dick Redcap what say you?” 
Dkk heard and tweedllng ogling brid 
Hog 

Turning short round strutting and side 
ling 

Attested, glad his approbation 
Of an Immediate conjugation. 

Tbdr sentiments so well express d 

Influenced mlghtDy the rest 

All pair’d and ea^ pair built a nest. 

But though the Urds were thus in haste 
The IcaN-es caxne on not quite so fast 
And destiny that sometimes bears 
An aspect stem on mans aOalrs, 



PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED 


Not altogether smiled on theirs 

The wind, of late bre<ithed gently forth, 

Now shifted east, and east b} north, 

Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know. 
Could shelter them from ram or snow 
Stepping into their nests, they paddled, 
Themselves were chill’d, their eggs were 
addled, 

Soon every father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck’d each other. 
Parted without the least regret. 

Except that they had ever met. 

And leam’d in future to be wiser. 

Than to neglect a good adviser. 

Moral 

Misses' the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry — 

Choose not alone a proper mate, 

But proper time to marry , 
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The Modem 
Patriot 




Rebenion u my theme oil da> 

I only wi»h t would come 
(As who know* but perhaps It may?) 
A ntUe nearer home. 


00 roaring' boy* who rare and fight 
On t other side the Atlontie, 

I always heW them In the right 
But most *0 when m«t frantic 


When lawless mobs Insult the court 
That man fholl be my toast 
If breaking window* be the sport 
Who bni\*ely break* the most 


But oh I for him my fency cuUs 
The choicest flower* iho bear*, 
Wlio constitutionally pulls 
Your bou*o about your ear*. 
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THE MODERN PATRIOT 


Such civil broils are my delight, 
Though some folks can’t endure them, 
Who say the mob are mad outright, 
And that a rope must cure them 

A rope! I wish we patriots had 
Such strings for all who need ’em — 
What' hang a man for going mad! 
Then farewell British freedom 
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e birds put off their e\Try hue 
dress a room for Montagu. 

Tw peacock serKls hU howenly djta 
I rainbows and his starry eyxs 
5 pheasant plumes which round infold 
I roantiing rveck with downy gold 
e cock hU archd tads azure show 
di ri\Tr-Wanch d the sw»n his snow 
tribes beside of Indian name, 
at glossy shine or vivid flame, 
here rites and where sets the da> 
hateer they boast of rich and gay 
■ntnbutc to the gorgeous plan 
oud to ad\Tmco it all they can 
ns plumage neither dashing shower 
w blasts that shake the dnppmg bower 
all drench again or discompose 
It screen d from every storm that blow* 
boasts a splendour ever new 
fe with protecting Montagu 
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ON MRS MONTAGUES 


To the same patroness resort, 

Secure of favour at her court, 

Strong Genius, from whose forge of 
thought 

Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought, 
Which, though new-born, wnth vigour 
move. 

Like Pallas springing arm’d from Jove — 
Imagination scattering round 
Wild roses over furrow’d ground. 

Which Labour of his frown beguile, 

And teach Philosophy a smile — 

Wit flashing on Religion’s side. 

Whose fires, to sacred Truth applied. 

The gem, though luminous before, 
Obtrude on human notice more. 

Like Sunbeams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright — 

Well tutor’d Learning, from his books 
Dismiss’d with grave, not haughty, looks. 
Their order on his shelves exact. 

Not more harmonious or compact 
Than that to which he keeps confined 
The various treasures of his mind — 

All these to Montagu’s repair. 

Ambitious of a shelter there 
There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit, 
Their ruffled plumage calm refit, 

(For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Ground their flight who highest soar,) 
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FEA TIIER HANGINGS 


And In her eye and by ber old 
SHne safe without a fear to Cide. 

She thus maintains divided sway 
With jT^n bright regent of the day* 

The Flume and Poet both we know 
Their lustre to tus in6uence one 
And she the works of Phcebus aiding 
Both Poet saves and Flume from fading 



The Dog" and 
the Water Lily 




The noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouse’s silent tide, 

When, ’scaped from literary cares, 

I wander’d on his side 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race. 

And high in pedigree, 

(Two nymphs adorn’d with everj' grace 
That spaniel found for me,) 

Now wanton’d lost in flags and reeds. 
Now starting into sight, 

Pursued the swallow o’er the meads 
Witli scarce a slower flight 

It was the time when Ouse display’d 
His lilies newl}' blown. 

Their beauties I intent survey’d. 

And one I wish’d my own 

With cane extended far I sought 
To steer it close to land, 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 
Escaped my eager hand 
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DOG A^D WATER UL\ 


Beaa markd my unsuccessful palm 
Wth flxd considerate face. 

And puzzling set his puppy brains 
To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and ftrong 
Dispersing all hU dream 
I thence withdrew and follow d long 
The windings of the stream- 

My ramble ended I return d 
Beau trotting fiir before 
The floating areath again dlsctm d 
And plunging leA the shore 

I taw him with that Uly croppd 
impatient swim to meet 
My qoldc approach and toon he droppd 
The treasure at mj feet. 

Charm d with the sight The world" I 
cried 

Shan hear of this thy deed 
My dog shall mortify the pnde 
Of man's superior breed 

But chief myself I win enjoin 
Awake at duty s cnlJ 
To show a love as prompt os thine 
To Him who gives me all " 
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On a Spaniel, 

called Beau, ^ ^ 

Killing a 
Young Bird 

A spaniel, Beau, that fares like you, 

Well fed, and at his ease. 

Should wiser be than to pursue 
Each trifle that he sees 

But you have kill’d the tiny bird. 

Which flew not till to-day. 

Against my orders, whom you heard 
Forbidding you the prey 

Nor did you kill that you might eat 
And ease a doggish pain. 

For him, though chased with furious heat, 
You left where he was slain 

Nor was he of the thievish sort, 

Or one whom blood allures. 

But innocent was all his sport 
Whom you have tom for yours 
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ON A SPANIEL CALLED BEAL 


My dog I remedy remains. 

Since teach you all I con 
I see you after all my pains, 

So much resemble man? 





Beau’s Reply 


Sir, when I flew to sei2e the bird 
In spite of your command, 

A louder voice than jours I heard, 

And harder to withstand 

You cried — Forbear* — but in mj breast 
A mightier cried — Proceed ' — 

•T was nature, Sir, whose strong behest 
ImpeU’d me to the deed 

Yet, much as nature I respect, 

I ventured once to break 
(As you perhaps may recollect) 

Her precept for your sake, 

And when your linnet on a day. 

Passing ms pnson-door. 

Had flutter’d all his strength anaj. 

And panting press’d the floor, 

Well knowing him a sacred thing. 

Not destin’d to mv tooth, 
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BEAU S REPL\ 


I only ki5id hi» ruffled wing 
And bckd the feathen imooUL 

Let my obedience then excuse 
My disobetUence now 
Nor some re pr oof yourself refuso 
From jour •ggnev’ed bow uow 

If killing birds be such a crime 
(Which I can hardly see ) 

W^iut think you Sir of kiOiDg tune 
With Norse addressd to me I 





Epitaph on 
a Hare 




Here lies, whom hound did ne’er pursue, 
Nor swifter greyhound follow. 

Whose foot ne’er tainted morning dew, 
Nor ear heard huntsman’s halloo, 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind. 

Who, nursed with tender care. 

And to domestic hounds confined, 

Was still a wild Jack hare 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance every night. 

He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would bite 

His diet was of wheaten bread. 

And milk, and oats, and straw. 
Thistles, or lettuces instead. 

With sand to scour his maw 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled. 

On pippms’ russet peel, 
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EPITAPH ON A HARE 


And when hit jtiK^ »nlad* fail d 
Sliced carrot pleased him well 


A Turkey carpet was his lawn 
Whereon he loved to bound 
To skip and gambol like a fawn 
And swing hts rump oround. 


His frisking was at evening hours 
For then he Ion his fear 
But most before approaching shouers 
Or when a storm drew near 


Eight yean and fi\e round rolfing moons 
He thus saw steal away 
Dodng out oU his idle noons 
And ercry night at play 


I kept him for hu humour's take 
For he would oft b^ullo 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache, 
And force me to a smile 


But now beneath this walnut shade 
He Gods his long last home 
And waits In snug concealment laid 
Tin gentler Puss shall come. 
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EPITAPH ON A HARE 


He, still more aged, feels the shocks. 
From which no care can save. 

And, partner once of Tine3'’s box, 
Must soon partake his grave 
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The Diverting: 

History of ^ 

John Gnpln 

uro^so worn n vxrr 
AKTHDt TmAJi n 

IMTIJUIU, iro CAUC 
&Arx ■!»(■ AOU 

Joha Gllpm vus a dtmo 
Of credit and r ent wn 
A trainband captain eke nos he 
Of famous London town 

John GHpia c rpoare cold to her dear 
Tboufih wedded we bare been 
These twice ten tedious >‘earf, yet we 
No holiday hare seen- 

To-morrow Is our wedding-day 
And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 
AH hi a chaise and pair 

My sister and my sisters child 
biyseir and children three 
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JOHN GILPIN 


Will fill the chaise, so you must ndc 
On horseback after we ” 


He soon replied, “ I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 
Therefore it shall be done 


“I am a linendraper bold, 

As all the world doth know. 

And my good friend the calender 
Will lend his horse to go ” 

Quoth Mrs Gilpin, “That’s well said, 
And for that wine is dear, 

We w'lll be furnish’d with our own. 
Which IS both bright and clear ” 


John Gilpin kiss’d his loving wife, 
O’erjoyed was he to find. 

That, though on pleasure she was bent. 
She had a frugal mind 


The morning came, the chaise w^as brought, 
But yet was not allow'’d 
To drive up to the door, lest all 
Should say that she w'as proud 
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JOHN GILPIN 


So three doors ofT the chaUe vas stayd 
Where thcj dtd oh get In 
Six predoot couU, nnd oU agog 
To dash through thkk xuid thin. 

Smack spent the whip round went the 
wheeb 

Were never folk to gUd 
The stones did rattle undementh 
Aa If Cheapstde were mad. 

John Gilptia at hes horses side 
Seized fast the flomng mane 
And up be got m haste to ride. 

But soon come down ogun 

For saddletree scarco reach d had he, 

His Journey to begin 
When turning round hU head, ho sne; 
Three customers come In 

So down he cnmei for lo« of time 
Although It gnrved him sore 
Yet loss of pence full well he knew 
Would trouble trim much more. 

T was king before tbo customers 
Were suited to Iheir mind 
^Vben Betty screnmlng camo downstair* 
The wioe U left behind P 
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JOHN GILPIN 


“Good Iaclc'”quo(li he — “\ct bnng' tt me, 
Mj leathern belt likcwi'jc, 

In which I bear tnj trusty sword 
When I do c\crcisc ” 

Now Mistress Gilpin (c<ireful soul’) 

Had two stone bottles found, 

To hold the liquor that she ln\od, 

And keep it safe and sound 

Each bottle had a curling e.ir, 

Through which the belt he drew. 

And hung a bottle on each side, 

To make his balance true 

Then over all, tliat he might be 
Equipp’d from top to toe, 

His long red cloak, well brush’d and nc.it, 
He manfully did throw 

Now see him mounted once again 
Upon his nimble steed. 

Full slowly pacing o’er the stones, 

With caution and good heed 

But finding soon a smoother road 
Beneatli his well-shod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 

Which galled him in his seat 
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JOHN GILPIN 


So Fair and »cfUy*’John he cried, 1 
But John he cried in rain 
That trot became a gallop aoon 
In spito of curb and rein 

So atoopmg down, as needs he must 
UTto cannot ah upright 
He grasp d the mane with both his bands 
Ai^ eicQ With all bis ralghL 

H» horse, who never hi that sort 
Had handled been before. 

What thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Awmj went GUpIo neck or noughts 
Away went tat and wig 
He little dremint when he set out. 

Of running aneh a ng 

The wind did blow the cloak did fly 
Like streamer tong and ga) 

Tin loop and button folOag both 
At last it flew away 

Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung 
A bottle swinging at each tide. 

As hath been said or sung 
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JOHN GILPIN 


The dogs did bark, the children scream’d, 
Up flew the windows all, 

And every soul cried out, “Well done'” 
As loud as he could bawl 

Away went Gilpin — who but he’ 

His fame soon spread around, 

“He carries weight’” “He rides a racel” 
“’Tis for a thousand pound'” 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

’T was wonderful to view. 

How in a tnce the turnpike men 
Their gates wide open threw. i ' ^ 

And now, as he went bowing down 
His reeking head full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were shatter’d at a blow 

Down ran the wine into the road. 

Most piteous to be seen, i 

Which made his horse’s flanks to 3moke 
As they had basted been 

But still he seem’d to carry weight, 

With leathern girdle braced, 

For all might see tlie bottle necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 
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Thug all throufjh mmy Itlin^on 
Theso gombolt ho did pla) 

Until he came unto the Wnih 
Of Edmonton go paj 

And there be thrvw the Wash about 
On both ndeg of the vray 
Just Qke unto a Irundllnp mop 
Or a wild poose at pla> 

At Edmonton hit lovinp wife 
Prom the balcony tpled 
Her tender huabond wondering much 
To see bow be did rale. 

Stop slop John Gl!pint»Here t the 
house!" 

They ah at once did Ciy 

The dinner wmitt and wo are tired " 

Said Gilpin — So am II" 

But yet hit horse wa» not a whit 
lodkted to tarry there 
For why? — his o a Tter had a bouse 
Fell ten miles off at Ware. 

So nice an arrow swift be flew 
Shot by an archer strong 
So did be fly — which bangs me to 
The middle of mv song 
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Away went Gilpm out of breath, 

And sore against Ins will, 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
His horse at last stood still 

The calender, amazed to see 
His neighbour m such trim, 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate 
And thus accosted him 

"What news? what news? jour tidings 
tell , 

Tell me you must and shall — > 

Say why bareheaded you are come. 

Or why you come at alP” 

Now Gilpm had a pleasant wit, < 

And loved a timely joke! ■ - 

And thus unto the calender 
In merry guise he spoke 

‘ ‘ I came 'because your horse Would come , 
And, if I well forbode, ' 

My hat and wig will soon be here. 

They are upon thfe road ” > ■ 

The calendet, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pm, 

Return’d him not a single word, ' ' 

But to the house went in, ‘ ’ 
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U'bctjce ttralght h« c^me with tut and 

wig 

A Wig that flowd behind, 

A hat not much the worta fcr wear 
Each comely In tu klocL 

He held them up and m hu turn 
Thus showed hu ready wit 
&Iy head is tw'tce as Ug as yours 
They therefore needs roust fit 

But let me scmpe the dirt away 
That hangs upon your facet 
Aod stop and eat, for well you may 
Be la a hungry case." 

Said John It Is tny aredding>day 
And ail the u'oiid would stare. 

If wife should dine at Edmonton 
At»d 1 should dine at Wore." 

So turning to hu horse, he said 
I am In haste to dine 
Twas for your pleasure you came here 
You shall go back for mine.” 

Ah luckless sp e ech , and bootless boast I 
For which he paid full dear - 
For while be spoke a braying ass 
Did sing most loud and clear | 
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Whereat his horse did snort, as he 
Had heard a hon roar, 

And galloped off witli all his might, 

As he had done before 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin’s hat and wig 
He lost them sooner than at first, 

For why’ — they were too big 

Now mistress Gilpin, when she saw' 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far aw'aj. 

She pull’d out half a crow'n , 

And thus unto the youth she said, 

That drove them to the Bell, 

“This shall be jours, when you bring 
back 

My husband safe and well ” 

A 

The youth did nde, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain, 

Whom in a tnce he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein. 

But, not performing what he meant. 

And gladly w'ould have done. 

The frighted steed he frighted more, 

And made him faster run 
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Airay went Gilpin and awaj 
Went poftbojr at hU heels 
The postboy’s horte right giad to miss 
The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road 
Thus seeing GDpin Qy 
With postboy scampering In the rear 
They raised the hue and crj — 

Slop thief! stop thief !—n highwayman I” 
Kot one of them was route 
And all and each that pass'd that way 
Did }ola In the purtulL 

And oow the tumpUce gates again 
Flew open tn short spacet 
The toll-men thinking as before 
That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did and woo it too, 

For he got first to town 
Nor stopp d till where he had got up 
He did again get dotim. 

Now let ns ting long lire the King 
And GDpln long lire be( 

And when he next doth ride abroad, 

Ma> I be there to seel 


J77 


A Tale 




FOUNDED ON FACT 

In Scotland’s realm, where trees are few, 
Nor even shrubs abound. 

But where, however blealc the view. 
Some better things are found, , 

For husband there and wife may boast 
Their union undefiled. 

And false ones are as rare almost ' 
As hedgerows m the wild — 


In Scotland’s realm forlorn and bare 
The history chanced of late — 
The history of a wedded pair, 

A chaffinch and his mate 


The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With genial insbnct fill’d. 

They pair’d, and would havd built a nest. 
But found not where to build 
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TTie heaths uncorerd and the moon 
Except with soow and sleet 

Sen^beaten rocks and naked shores 
CouU yield them no r e tr eaL 

Long time a breeding-place they sought^ 
TUI both grew x'exd and twed 

At length a iWp arriving brought 
The good so long desired 

A ship?— could such a restless thing 
Afford tbem place of rest? 

Or was the merdiont charged to bnng 
The homeless birds a nest? * 

Httsh — silent bearers profft most— 

This racer of the tea 

Proved Idoder to them than the coast 
It served them with a tree. 

But such a tree! 'twos sharen den] 

TTie tree they call a mast 

And had a hollow with n wheel 

Through wtikfa the tackle pnssd. 

Whhln that cavity aloft 

Their lOoBess home they fixd 

Form d with materials neat aod soft 
Bents wool and feathers mixd., 
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Four ivory eggs soon pa\e its floor 
With russet specks bedight — 

The vessel weighs, forsakes the shore, 
And lessens to the sight 

The mother-bird is gone to sea, 

As she had changed her kind, 

But goes the male'? Far wiser, he 
Is doubtless left behind 

No — soon as from ashore he saw 
The winged mansion move. 

He flew to reach it, by a law 
Of never-failing love, 

Then perching at his consort’s side. 
Was briskly borne along, 

The billows and the blast defied. 

And cheer’d her with a song 

The seaman witli sincere delight 
His feather’d shipmates eyes. 
Scarce less exulting in the sight 
Than when he tows a prize 

For seamen much beheve in signs. 
And from a chance so new 
Each some approaching good divines. 
And may his hopes be true I 
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HaH honour’d Undl a de»crt where 
Not c\-en birds can hide, 

Yrt parent of this lorlng pair 
■ivhom DOtWoff could divide. 

And ye who rather than resign 
'Vour matrimonial plan 
Were not a/hild to plough the bnne 
In CQtnpafTy with man 

For whose lean country much disdain 
W© English often show 
Yet from a rkher nothing gain 
But wantonoeo and wo e — 

Bo It your fortune, year by year 
The same reaource to pr ov e. 

And may jre, aometlmes landing here. 
Instruct ut how to lovel 
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The Poet, the 
Oyster, and the ^ 
Sensitive Plant 




An Oyster, cast upon the shore, 

Was heard, though ne\er heard before, 
Complaining in a speech well worded, 
And worthy thus to be recorded — 

“Ah, hapless wretch* condemn’d to dwell 
For ever , in my native shell. 

Ordain’d to move when others please. 
Not for my own content or ease, 

But toss’d and buffeted about, ,, 

Now m the w^ater and now out 
’T were better to be bom a stone, 

Of ruder shape, and feeling none. 

Than with a tenderness like mine, » 

And sensibilities so fine' 

I em^^ that unfeeling shrub, 

Fast rooted against every rub ” 

The plant he meant grew not far off, 

And felt the sneer with scorn enough 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 

And with asperity replied 
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cry the hotanJjtfk nnd tare 
Old phnln c*Ud »«mliro prcrar thcrr? 

No matirr when— a poets nnjsc is 
To maVr them fjrow jtutt where she 
choosey 

\ ou shapeless nothin;; m a iDsh 
\ou thnt are but almost a Gth 
I scorn your coarse inMituiUon, 

And ha\T most ptmtlful ocxraslon 
To wish myself the rock I view 
Or such another dolt as you: 

For man) a prare and learned clerk 
And many a ;nty unletterd spark 
Wih curious touch examines me 
If I can feel as well as he 
\r»d when I bend retire and shnnk 
Siys— Well ‘lls more than one would 
think ! 

Thus life is spent (Oh fie upon*t) 

In bemR loudid and crymp — Don’t!" 

A poet In his esTtimg m-alk 
Orrheard and checked this idle talk. 

And your fine sense ** he said and yours, 
W'hatrser r\-ll It endutr* 

D ersTs not If so soon offended 
Much to be pitied or commended, 
n sputrv, though short are far too long 
W'h'TT' both al ke are In the wrong 
%rrur foehngs m tlieir full amount 
\rr nil upon )our oant acxajunL 
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“You, in your grotto-work enclosed, 
Complain of being thus exposed , 

Yet nothing feel in that rough coat 
Save when the knife is at your throat, ' 
Wherever driven by wind or bde, 

Exempt from every ill beside 

“And as for you, my Lad} Squeamish, 
Who reckon every touch a blemish, 

If all the plants, that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 

Should droop and wither where they grow. 
You would not feel at all — not you 
The noblest minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and love 
These, these are feelings truly fine. 

And prove their owner half-divine ” 

His censure reach’d them as he' dealt it. 
And each by shanking show’d he felt it 



The Needless 
Alarm 


There n field through which 1 often 

Tlnek o\‘rrTpftad with mors nnd sdky 
Brass 

Adjoining ciose to KUwlrks ocholnj* wood 
Where oft the bttch fox h»dc^ her KipJeM 
iTOOd 

Resmtd to wUco many a oelBbbounnfj 
r^^ulre 

Tlut he may folfow them throuph brake 
and hnrr 

Contusion luuardinp of neck or spine 
^\*)^lc■h runl pentlemen cnil sport divine 
A narrow bnxik I v ru hr Kinks conceal d 
Runs In a boltom and dutdn the Celd 
Ovkt inlervprne It iliai had once a Ivrad 
Hut now neir cr vis of ovm-woed Invirad 
\nd where the land slopes to It* watery 
bourn 

W'JJe )aw ni a pulf betide a roBtrrd ihom 
jfy »C 
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Bricks line the sides, but shiver’d long 
ago, 

And horrid brambles intertwine below, 

A hollow scooped, I judge, in ancient time. 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime 
Not yet the hawthorn bore her bemes 
red, 

With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is 
fed. 

Nor Autumn j'et had brush’d from ever)' 
spray, 

With her chill hand, the mellow leaves 
away , 

But com was housed, and beans were m 
the stack. 

Now therefore issued forth the spotted 
pack. 

With tails high mounted, ears hung low, 
and throats 

With a whole gamut fill’d of heavenly 
notes, 

For which, alas! my destiny severe. 
Though ears she gave me two, gave me 
no ear 

The sun, accomplishing his early march. 
His lamp now planted on heaven’s topmost 
arch. 

When, exercise and air my only aim. 

And heedless whither, to that field I came. 
Ere yet with ruthless joy the happy hound 
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Told hni nnd dalr lh,H Rrvnard » tricL 
»ia% found 

Or mnlt tli hlRh-rai M iiom * melodious 
flanj 

All KlUick and nil nmflcdrrry ranp 

prn/rd ihc ffld M»mc with ftoft 
bf«om pTT-s< d 

Thf* Imb n» foft while nibbling ilrayd 
ih rrnl 

Sof rvoi\ wan h nrd hut of l!ie haniy 
IrtKk 

Imp df^ain d in imnv a pttty nook. 

All >rrmd 10 peaceful tin! from them 
con\e 5 d 

To me their peace b) kind coniapion 
>reeid 

Tut when the huntsman with diitmdrd 
chfek 

V jn nuke hi Inntrum nt of munic speak. 

And from Within the wood that crash wan 
heard 

Tliouph not n hound from whom it burst 
appear d 

The sheep rreumbent nnd the sheep that 
prared 

All huldlinp Into phalanx stood and 

pajrnl 

Admlnn( lemfM^J ihe non I train 

Then coursed th CeJJ around and coursed 
It round a( aln 
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But recollecting, with a sudden thought, 
That flight in circles urged advanced them 
nought, 

They gathered close around the old pit’s 
brink, 

And thought again — but knew not what 
to think 

The man to solitude accustom’d long, 
Perceives m everything that lues a tongue. 
Not animals alone, but shrubs and trees 
Have speech for him, and understood with 
ease, 

After long drought, rv'hen nuns abundant 
fall. 

He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing 
all, 

Know's what the freshness of their hue 
implies, 

Hovr glad they catch the largess of the 
skies , 

But, with precision nicer still, the mind 
He scans of every locomotive kind, 

Birds of all feather, beasts of every name, 
That serve mankind, or shun them, w'lld 
or tame. 

The looks and gestures of their griefs and 
fears 

Have all articulation in his ears. 

He spells them true by intuition’s light, 
And needs no glossary to set him right 
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Th ^ truth prnnWrd ^ iv rxrdful a 
text 

To »rcn due credmce to what foncnrt next 
A»hUt they muted gun-ejinK etrr) 
face 

Thrni Itadsi luppojed them of superior 
race 

TliMr prriTif^s of mool and fears com 
LlnH 

Stamp J on each countenance such marks 
of mind 

Thai e they scemd as Jasi*yfrf o cr a 
doubt 

^\^ll<h pufillnp lonp nt laii they potzle 
out 

Or scad mlc totors trachin}; jouthi 

Sure nrer to mant them mathematic 
trutlis 

\\'hen thus • mutton stnieher titan ihe 
rrM 

A ram ih ene*» and nethers sad ad- 
dre \ d 

1 n nd\l »T haw li\ed loo loop 1 

rriTT li 3fd 

Scundt *utU as Uiese so worthy to be 
f 4r d. 

CoulJ I lelicnr llval wvidf f<Jf njes pent 

In earths dark womb lute found at Lut 
a vent 

An 1 firm iltnr pr an house lelo» nr we 
se 



THE NEEDLESS ALARM 


With all these hideous bowlings to the 
skies, 

I could be much composed, nor should 
appear. 

For such a cause, to feel the slightest fear 

Yourselves have seen, what time the thun- 
ders roll’d 

All night, me resting quiet in tlie fold 

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 

I could expound the melancholy tone. 

Should deem it by our old companion 
made. 

The ass, for he, we know, has lately 
stray’d. 

And, being lost, perhaps, and wandering 
wide. 

Might be supposed to clamour for a guide 

But ah! those dreadful yells what soul can 
hear. 

That owns a carcass, and not quake for 
fear? 

Demons produce them doubtless, brazen- 
claw’d 

And fang’d with brass the demons are 
abroad , 

I hold it therefore wisest and most fit 

That, life to save, we leap into tlie pit ” 
Him answer’d then his loving mate and 
true. 

But more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe 
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How 1 leap into the pit our life to mto? 
To our Ufa leep all mto the gjare? 
For can ire find it lea? ContemplfUe fint 
The depth how awful I fiidliogf there, wo 
burst 

Or should the bramble* interposed, our £all 
In part abate, ttiai happiness were small 
For with a race like their* no chance \ tee 
Of peace or ease to creature* clad as we. 
Meantime noise kiH* not. Be it Dapple s 
bray 

Or be it tKrt or be it whose it may 
And rush those other sounds that seem by 
tongfues 

Of demons utter d, from whatever lua^f* 
Sounds are bat sounds, and, till the cause 
appear 

We have at least commodious standings 
here. 

Come fiend, come hiry giant monster 
blast 

From earth or hell we can but plunge at 
last 

While thus she spake, I fainter beard 
the peals, 

For Reynard dose attended at his heels 
By panting dog bred man and spatter’d 
horse 

Through mere good fortune took a differ 
ent course. 
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The flock gTc;^ calin ogam, and 1, the 
road 

Following, that led me to mj own abode, 

Much wonder’d that the silly sheep had 
found 

Such cause of terror in an cnipt} sound, 

So sweet to huntsman, gentleman, and 
hound 

Moral 

Beware of desperate steps The darkest 
day, 

Live till to-morrow, will lia\c pass’d away 




